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E ſi grave fallir contro la IM 
Non ho peccato, ed Innocente ſono: 

N. Contro la legge, di natura forſe 
Honhai, Ninfa peccato: ama ſe piace. 
Ma ben hai tu peccato in contro quella <4 
Degli nomini, e del ciel: ama ſe lice; i 2 F 
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LET 12 * 


From Mademoiſelle Nahen to che 
Count de Sr. ALBIN. 


O U aſked me yeſterday, what was 


whether I had any cauſe to complain of 
you; how could you think of ſuch a queſ- 


tion? You know I am naturally ſerious. 


An early acquaintance with misfortune 
has given my features that expreſſion, 
which is always involuntary, ſignifies no- 
thing, and on which you are not permit- 
ted to put a perverſe interpretation. If 


once I am ſad in your company, all will 


„„ be 


the occaſion of my ſadneſs, and 
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be over with me; for have I another hap- 
pineſs, another pleaſure? _ Is it not that, 
alone which attaches me to life ? Your 
paſſion is more feeble than mine, if you 
doubt mine. Have I any caufe to com- 
plain of you? Talk to me no more I be- 
ſeech you in that ſtrain; do you ſuppoſe 
me weak enough to forge torments for 
myſelf, by groundleſs ſuſpicions; and have 
you given me any caufe ? 
Heaven ſeems to have formed me for 
ſuffering; and if Nature has endowed me 
with ſome courage, it has only been to 
e exerciſe that courage by misfortune. 
Driven into exile before I was capable of 
knowing a country, 1 faw my unhappy fa- 
ther, a prey to grief and diſappointment, 
finiſh his days in a ſtrange one; not only 
purſued by the malice of his enemies, but 
neglected by thoſe to whom he had been 
a friend, and by following whoſe fortunes, 2 
he had forfeited his own, His afflictions 
broke his heart, and my firſt tears were 
ſned. upon his grave. 2 * 
"ſl had ſtill my mother, a be a z 
beloved, 
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beloved, who mingled her ſorrows with 
mine, I have ſince beendeprived of her; 
you were witneſs of my loſs: ſhe united 
us with her laſt breath; and none I have 
in this world but you. Thus our nuptial 
torch was lighted at the funeral pile, and 
2 ſacred nuptial let me call it; though un- 
confirmed by the laws, and umſanctified hy 
the pomp of altars, yet never will I-bluſh 
for that graceful wWeakneſs. The rights I 
have given you upon my heart, never will 
add a falſe weight to thoſe petty formali- 
ties, which keep down vulgar minds; and 
even in your arins, I dare call the Power 
Supreme to witneſs my innocence; and 
make an offering to bim of our bappinefs 
as a proof of my virtue. 
Fear not then, that I ſhall importune 
you with a teazing fondneſs, ſwoln by 
captiouſneſs and impatienee, humiliating 
and painful for us both. I am yours, you 
diſpoſe of me to my laſt moment; I che- 
riſli my inclination, I am fixed by it for | 
ever; and I deſire that you may have no 
| ce tye but yours. I would have a re- 

| » 0-2 meme 
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membrance of me mix itſelf with all your 


actions, but be an ck to en you 


have a mind to do. | 
My fecurity is in my Ta it inthe. 
fruit of my eſteem. Could I ſuſpe& you 
an inſtant, that inſtant alone would be ſuf- 


ficient to empoiſon the whole courſe of 


my life. The calm I enjoy, is but the 
reſt of a profound ſenſibility ; was a ſtorm 
to ſucceed, it would be frightful. 

O my friend; what barbarian would 
take pains to deſtroy the charm of his be. 
neficence ! You have created for me a 
new world; you haye placed me in it 
where you pleaſed; I remain where you 
have placed me, and regret nothing. This 
garden, the flowers in it which I culti- 
vate, thoſe" arbors, whoſe ſhade hides us 


from all eyes, are my treaſures; I am a- 


bove a wiſh for any other: in ſhort, I 
diſdain- every thing that is not you. My 
ſolitude. enchants me; your preſence 


brings ten thouſand pleaſures along with 


it; in your abſence, your image conti- 
nually. recurring to my fancy, replaces 
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© 


them by ſomething little ſhort of reality. Tt 


brings upon my lips the ſmile of happineſs ; 
it conſecrates every hour. of the day, and 


occupies my dreams by night, to render 


my waking more chearful. I rejoice that 
T bave known you, that T love you, that 1 
exiſt but for you; that I live at the gates 
of Paris, a ſtranger to its tumults. Would 
you change into eternal mourning the fe- 
licity I owe you; would you drown in 


tears, the eyes you fill with love? 


No! I never have had, I never ſhall 
"SE ſuch a cruelty to reproach you with; 
I am too proud to fear a rival: after all, 
what woman can deſerye to take you from 
me? Adieu. I expect you at your re- 
turn from Fountainbleau- I am reading 
Clariſſa again for the third _— the un- 
fortunate m— F 

P. S. But now TI think of i it, WS. a 
you been longer abſent from me than 
uſual, while we are ſuch near neighbours ?: 
A whole day, and the greater part of ano- 
ther! I know not how to have done talks 
ing to you, how to quit you, Farewell 
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LETT ER H. 


From the Duke de CLERMoNT, to the 
Marchioneſs de SY R1E. 


| 1 the laſt fifteen: days, Ma. 


dam, I have made many profound 


reflections. Your conduct towards me, 


the unabated rigor with which you have 
repaid a paſſion the moſt decided, and a 
conſtancy, proof againſt all temptation, 
might leave in my heart a ſecret maligni- 
ty, and make reſentment ſucceed: to a 
more: tender feeling; but nothing of all 
this has happened. Yow have, I know not 
what in your character, that diſarms mine; 


in a word, my reſolution is taken; I will 
immolate my paſſion to your caprice, your 


reaſon, if you like better to call it ſo; 
and ſince you profeſs fuch: a. ſtoical antipa - 
thy to the- tranſports of love, I am content. 
to reduce myſelf to the 3 feel. 
ings * 

It 


3 


- 
"1 
. 
4 
of 
4 
* 
- 
Sk 
4 
7 
5 
e 
be 
"© 
3 
& 7. 
— 
54 
1 
1 
4 N * 
15 
_ 
ii 
* 
2 
- 
4 O 
” 
- "08 
 —_ 
1 p 
„ 
N. 
2 
F 
I 1 4 
1 
be 
= * ' 
2 
3 5 
— 
Cf 
% 
$38 
+». 
133 
£ 
* 
- 
: 
7 
n = 
$4. 
.” * 
* 
* 
f, 
* 
\ 


DELICATE CRIMES 7 


3 It is the firſt time that I have accepted 
I ſo modeſt x portion with a woman of your 
age, and attractions; the ſacrifice is pain- 
ful; but no matter, T ſubmit to it; and 
this ſpecies of homage ought to appear the 
more delicate to you, as I am a man of the 
3 world, who have a lively ſenſe of the bit- 
1 terneſs of all privations. Behold me then 
from this moment your friend, the ſingu- 
lar title! You may, perhaps, find me for 
the firſt few days a little awkward ; a part 
we have never played before, ſtartles us 
in the beginning; but one comes to it 
4 with time, and I dare ſay, we ſhall-not - 
have practiſed above ten or twelve years, 
:# before I am a tolerable maſter of the: buſi- 
* neſs. Be thankful then, allow that you 
have got off very well; and that I: am not 
by half ſo dangerous a fellow as ſome; wo- 
inen would liave me thought; thoſe that 
doubt, need but aſſ you, to be diſabuſed; 
3 you will Rand up for me, won't you? and 
clear me of a haughty reputation which F 
ſo little deſer ve? 

Well, have you ill an ill opinion of 
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me, and will you ſtill inhumanly refuſe to 
place that confidence in me, which I ſo 
juſtly lay claim to? I pay ſufficiently dear 
for it, to be a little jealous of the pur- 
chaſe, I have taken it into my head that 


a man, in order to reſemble ſomething 
with a woman, muſt either have her heart, 


or her ſecret ; and I am not afraid of be- 


ing taxed with preſumption, when, con- 


tenting myſelf with the latter mark of 


your kind diſpoſition, I deſire only to 
be received in the humble capacity of your 
confidant, 


For look ye, Madam, Pu deal * 
with you; women (all this is only gene- 
ral, and in the rotine of philoſophy) are 


ſeldom capable of that diſintereſted hero- 


ifm, that ferocious courage, which reſiſts 


and puts itſelf in a paſſion, with endea- 


vours to pleaſe : fuch gigantic efforts are 


not  proportionable to their ſtrength, 
Their virtue requires a leaning-ſtock, and 


when they make a reſolute defence againſt 
a man, that knows bow to attack them, it 


is * ſuppoſed they have a foible for 
ſome 
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ſome other, which gives them force to 
vanquiſh, and lends them arms, the ho- 


nour of which is aſcribed to their princi- 


ples. 


Now, Madam, though theſe are my 
doubts rather than my opinion, if you 
have made a choice to the prejudice of my 
paſſion, what can be an impediment to the 


union truly celeſtial of our ſouls, to the 


innocence of our Platonic communica- 
tions? A woman may, nay ſhe ought to 
diſſemble with a lover; it is a part of the 
policy of the ſex, as ancient as it is re- 
ſpectable; but a friend, (how I adore the 
charming idea l) poſſeſſes a breaſt open on 
all ſides ; he is admitted into the ſecrets 


of the back-thoughts ;- he gets at cis 
truth through the complication of motives, 


the aſſumed dignity of outward behaviour, 
and all the reſerves of coquetry. 

Lou may rely on my difcretion ; all 1 
ſhould have had as a preferred lover, I 
offer you by another title; notwithſtand- 


ing the dryneſs of the character, and the 


difference of the honour that attends it. 


B 5 Surely 


0 
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Surely the mortal you are pleaſed to 
diſtinguiſh, is worthy of envy; yet the 
more I examine the circle of your ac- 
quaintance, the leſs able am I to deter- 
mine on whom to fic my ſuſpicions. I 
hardly caſt a thought upon the great Co- 

ldnel. You can never have been touch. 
ed by his cavalier figure, his abſurd prodi- 
gality, which he calls expence; his beaſts 

Iy familiarity, his burleſque importance, 
and his profound erudition upon the epo- 
ca of etiquettes. For the little Prince de 

Soan, he has youth, a fine complexion, 
and that filly naivete, which in men ſome- 
times degenerates into ſentiment; then 
he is endowed with an impediment in his 
ſpeech, altogether gracious and agree- 
able, and ſometimes, no more is neceſſary 
to determine the panchant of a fair lady. 
A man that ſtammers appears to have al- 
ways about him the diſorder that diſtin- 
guiſes love; and the little Prince, though: 
he takes an hour to get out a phraſe, may 
arrive at a certain eloquence of ſituation, 

ficient 
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ſufficient to make amends for wry other 
imperfection. 

I make no mention of the Count de St. 
ALBN ; I even refuſed: formerly to pre- 
| ſent him at your houſe. J never charge 
myſelf with ſuch offices ; I am not a ſtran- 
ger to the c aints and'reproaches one 
is expoſed to, by meddling with ſuch ſort 
of young men; and if you are already 
diſſatisfied. with him, I am at leaſt free 
from the remorſe of having brought you 
acquainted ; not but he poſſeſſes great ad- 
vantages, a thouſand agreeable and even 
good qualities; but notwithſtanding ſo ma- 
ny circumſtances in his favour, I much 
doubt if he pleaſes you. The mam of all 
the women, is hardly the perſon your 
heart requires; I know you better than 
you think, and I applaud moſt ſincerely 
your laudable diſpoſition; 

My dear Marchioneſs, I devoutly kiſs 
your hands, I hope ſoon to pay my court 
to you, and that we ſhall- begin together 
the grave functions of my new employ- 
ment, 

B 6 LET- 


12 DELICATE CRIMES.” 


GET TER III. 
From the Marchioneſs de SY RI E, to the 
Duke de CLERMONT. A 


U PON my word, Monſieur le Due, 
your epiſtle has diverted me prodi- 
giouſly; but why not in your own hand? 
Without your running footman, I ſhould 
have been at a loſs for the writer, and 
could only have gueſſed: at you by the 
lightneſs of your rattle; but above all, by 
your extraordinary diſcretion. Confeſs 
the truth, you were afraid by writing to- 
me yourſelf, to leave in my poſſeſſion a 
title, which would depoſe againſt you in 
favour of my conduct; but, Heaven be 
praiſed, you know as little of my heart, 
as you do of my character. My prudence 
is ſufficiently ſtrong of itſelf, and 1 have 
no need of foreign arms to defend it. 
Do, and ſay juſt what you pleaſe, I par- 
don you before-hand, and you need not. 
fear my attempting my juſtification, _ ,. -+ 
My But. 


i 
| 
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But to return to your ſtyle ; once more 
let me aſſure you, it is for that I particu- 
larly admire you. You are nobody, leſs 
than nothing when you talk of love. You 
are awkward through a ſuperlative degree 
of addreſs; and I muſt own, too ſtudied 
for me.' The true ſcience of a man in 
love, is to ſhew that he really feels what 
he ſays; to hide nothing, to feign no. 
thing, to abandon himſelf to the natural 
courſe of his paſſion, and paint without 
art, the ſentiments that engroſs him. An 
abundance of words will never ſupply the 
barrenneſs of the heart; and while no 
emotion gains upon us, we are always. 
armed againſt the project. Believe me, a 
ſigh, a moment of ; expreſſive ſilence is 
more powerful than all the vain pedantry- 
of gallantry, which can never ſeduce any 
woman, but ſuch as are not worth the 
trouble of ſeducing.. All. your amorous- 
phraſes, are but the recollections of a cul- 
tivated wit; and I am rejoiced to ſee you 
at laſt give way to your natural talent, - 
You are ſublime in irony ; nay, you muſt 

be 


14 DELICATE CRIMES. 


be ſo, ſince I, who am the ſubject of yours, 
confeſs your ſuperiority in that intereſt- 
ing ſpecies of elocution. | 
There is but one thing for which 1 am 
angry with you; that you have not wrapt 
up in expreſſions) yet more adroit, the ſe- 
cret/ pique that torments you, but. really 
now, here are you abſolutely furious, be- 
cauſe I have had ſenſe enough not to cre- 
dit a paſſion which you never felt; and 
becauſe I have robbed you of the pleaſure 
of deceiving me; why to be ſure, that 
cries vengeance, and after: ſuch a horrid 
offence, I wonder you can have the imbi-- 
cility to offer me your friendſhip, Vou- 


my friend! You, the friend of a woman, 


who is but twenty years old; and gene- 
rally counted paſſable! Only reflect a mo- 
ment upon the conſequences of ſuch an 
humble reſignation; beſides J am unfortu- 
nate enough to have no ſecrets to truſt- 
you with. Take care, after having been 
a:lover- without conſequence, you run tlie- 
riſk of being a friend without employ- 


ment, two diſgraces at a time. Vou will 


finiſh 
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finiſh by hating me to death, and then 
how ſhall:I: confole myſelf? | 
I am prepared for your incredulity, I 
know it will be difficult to perſuade you 
that a woman of my age, carried by the 
whirlwind inwhichT live, ſhould have no 
need of an indulgent confidant. Vou 
have hitherto met with none but women 
with ſecrets, and there are certainly 
thoſe who have a great many to tell, and 
yet more to hide; but permit me to re- 
preſent to you, that it is unjuſt to con« 
demn all my ſex as guilty, on account of 
ſome delinquents. Vou men of brilliant 
adventures, are ſtrange creatures; becauſe 
half a dozen lunatics, who know no re- 
ſtraint, and who without decency are 
tender by inſtinct, and libertines from ha- 
bitude, becauſe ſuch ſort of women take 
you; quit you, and retake you, to quit 
you again; becauſe the notoriety of your 
infidelities, and their diſorders have given 
them up to infamy, which they have the 
front to brave, you would comprehend the 
whole in thoſe opprobrious exceptions. 
„„ "oF. Take 


[ 
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Take it from me, Monſieur le Duc, and 
remember it if you can, there are yet wo- 
men whoſe charms deſerve your admira- 
tion, and their manners your eſteem. Some 
combat their inclinations, and triumph 
over them; others leſs courageous, and 


born with a greater degree of ſenſibility, 
know how to make even their weakneſſes 
reſpectable, are able to render love an 
immaculate ſentiment, and never loſe that 
ſecret modeſty of foul, that delicate ſhame, 


which even in ſtraying from her paths, 


feems continually to return them back to 
virtue. | t 

But, good God! what have I done? 
Forgive me, I beſeech you; I am afraid I 
have attempted to reaſon with you. You 
certainly did not expect it; and I proteſt 
to you nothing was farther from my 
thoughts. Adieu, Monſieur le Due; you 
are really more ſuſceptible of -friendſhip- 
than one would ſuppoſe ; however, I de- 
fire but one proof of it; have a little more 
conſideration, for the perſons that com- 
poſe my ſociety. Between you and me, 

L we 
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we ſeldom derive much credit from a ſpi- 
rit of ſatyr. Though giddy and inconſe - 
quent in appearance, I am not leſs firm in 
my attachments to thoſe with whom I 
live; and I ſhall parden for the future 
your ingenious ſarcaſms, upon no other 
condition, than that they are ſolely con- 
fined to me, I have the vanity to think 
myſelf able to anſwer them, though I can- 
not ſay the ſame with regard to your love. 
Many women in my place, would not- 
write to you. I know it; but what will 
you have? the whim ſtruck me, and I be- 
lieve I may give the rein to Gig fancy 
without much 9 0 71 | | 


ep BT EEE 


From the Duke de CLERMOoNHT, to 
Monſieur Le BLANC. 


WELL, Monſieur as Blanc, n | 
oj goes on the expedition, of which- 
I Rave put you at the head? Are your 
* 


: 
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Grifſons: already in the field? Shall we 
ſueceed in carrying the charming Engliſh 
woman? endeavour to get intelligence 
from without, from within; poſt your cen- 
tinels, pay your ſpies, corrupt the foot- 
men, . employ with the chamber-maids all 
that ſeduction of which you are ſo perfect 
a-maſter. Scatter gold by handfuls; you 
ſhawt want it; theſe are the circumſtan- 
ces in which we ought to be prodigal, and 
you know I am not ungrateful to thoſe 
who ſerve me; above all things, take care 
not to mention your employer. If the 
affair comes to nothing, I would not have 
the ſcandal of a repulſe. Name neither 
St. Albin, nor me. You grow old, Mr. 
Raſcal, you have no longer that briſkneſs, 
that active impudence, that ſignalized your 
early exploits ; you ſleep upon your lau- 
rels, and I heard yeſterday a horrible ſto. 
ry of you. They pretend that you begin 
to have remorſe? What the Devil have 
you got in your head? However, termi- 


nate my affairs, and after wards be as con- 
| — as you will, I have need of 


your 
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your intrepidity, and I hire it at a price 
that may well engage you to put off your 
repentance to a longer day, It is never 
too late to mend. Lou know I want to 
hear from you, and be ſure you ſerve me 
better now, than you did with the little 
dancer. Was it not for your damn'd la- 
zineſs, I ſhould have had her three weeks, 
ſooner. Zeal, ſirrah, zeal! This adven- 
ture may do you infinite ſervice; and I 
= ſhall ſee by your management of it, whe- 
ther you are yet capable of emulation, and 
ſenſible to glory, 


LETTER Iv. 


From the Duke de: CLERM ONT to 9s 
Count de Tt, ALBIN. : 


M* little couſin, I ſought for you yeſ- 

| terday in-vain, in at leaſt twenty 
houſes ; I dropt in at the opera; you were 
no where to be found, and as in my rounds 
I did not meet the Marchioneſs either, I 
| os took 


20 DELICATE CRIMES. 


took it for granted that you were toge- 
ther, ſettling preliminaries. Endeavour 
to abridge them as much as you can, and 
don't fix yourſelf to the eternal monotony 
of the ſame attitude, It is a fine thing to 
be happy, but remember there is ſuch a 
thing as variety; it it the female device, 
and ſhould be ours. | 
- Recolle& what I have fo ofien ſaid to 
you, accelerate flow conqueſts, hold off a 
little with thoſe that promiſe to be too ra- 
pid. A conſtant degree of impatience will 
agree very well with your age, delicacy 
in the propoſal, and promptitude in the 
action; 'tis the whole art of love at three- 
: and- twenty. 


I have thought of your Engliſh woman 


a good deal, I ſee that connexion is no- 
thing but a get, attracted by habitude ; 
it ought to be irkſome to you, and take my 


advice, think ſeriouſly of a rupture. An 


intrigue of ſuch a nature may injure your 
advancement, will contradi& your riſing 
inclinations, and interrupt you in twenty 
Res; each more picquant than the 

other ; 
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other; beſides that, it will give you a- 
mong the women a varniſh of fidelity that 
will make them have you in. averſion. 

If you are unwilling to leave her 
abruptly (and you have what is called a 
tender weakneſs) begin to be leſs frequent 
in your viſits, prepare her for it: if you 
dare not, take your leave at once; and 
draw your neck out of the collar by de- 
grees. In fine, get rid of your Engliſh 
miſtreſs, was it only from national zeal, 
and a ſpirit of patriotiſm. What ſort of 
W engagements can you have with her? I 
know of no ties with women, but the tye 


of pleaſure; and we ceaſe to be held when - - | 


we are no longer pleaſed, Profit I beg 
of you, of ſo ſalutary a doctrine, 

I go to-morrow to St, Hubert's “; if 
you mean me an anſwer, order your 1 
ple to bring it by times in the morning. 
You need not be afraid of diſturbing me. 
Thave broke with my theatrical Statira, 


2 One of the king of France's s pleaſure · houſes. 


and 
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and given her up to the Marquis de Mir. 
bille, who has lately won a thouſand gui. 


neas at Vingtoun. I. rid myſelf of a trou 


ble, and do them both a ſervice. Once # 
more have done with your Engliſhwoaman, 
and rely on my friendſhip. 


- 


LETTER V. 


From Monficur Le BLanc, to "the Due i: 
De CLERMONT. 7 

9 

5 1 3 | 4 
Dan not appear before you, I have 
＋ already made uſe of all the ſtratagems f 
my art affords, without being able to put 


denee of che {Engliſh lady is a ſpecies of 
fort, inacceſſible to all the manœuvres of 
war. The footman ſpeaks no French, the 
two maids are honeſt; in ſhort, all is vir- 

. tue about her houſe, where there is not 
even water to drink. To add to the miſ- 
fortune, they have got in the court a great 
| Eng liſn 


our affairs in a better poſture. The reſi- 


* 
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Engliſh maſtiff, who has taken a particular 
diſlike to my emiſſaries. He went well 
near tearing one of them to pieces laſt 
week, who I ſent thither in diſguiſe, to 
. ſell waſh-balls; one would think the cur- 
ſed animal finelt out our intentions. 
have already, notwithſtanding, diſtri. 
buted almoſt all the money your Honour 
put in my hands, It has, indeed, chiefly 
gone in ſmall expences, and I foreſee with 
1 1 ſorrow, that we ſhall be obliged to re- 
nounce the grand enterprize ; but I hope 
vour Honour will not accuſe me of negli- 
WF gence. bl USy wal zal 
8 As to the people who told you of my 
remorſe, I don't know who they could be; 
4 Pl undertake to ſay, they were no 
more my acquaintance than they were my 
4 friends. I am a better philoſopher than 
io abandon myſelf in that manner; and 
Lich che affiftance of Heaven, I hope to 
finiſh as I begun. I have been too much 
Jobliged to gentlemen to turn ungrateful 
o them at laſt; and if God gives me life, 
I ſhall grow grey in a profeſſion which has 
enriched 
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enriched ſo many, and made 10 many o- 


thers happy. 


Jam in theſe ſentiments, and Wee 


moſt profound reſpect, &c. &c. 


LETTER vl. 


Ties the Dake de CLzamonT to the 
| Viſcount de. 


AKE haſte, and tell me, my Jour 
- Viſcount, how you like the ſmiling 


lies of Italy; how you find yourſelf a- 
monyg'thoſe maſter-pieces of art with which 


that precious ſoil is ſown, among thoſe 
monuments of antiquity, which a ſenſible 
man of faſhion often ſees with better eyes 
than the plodding traveller by | profeſſion. 
Do you regret Paris? our theatres, our 
ſauppers, To gay through the force of buf- 
foonery ; the corruption of our manners, 
brought to ſuch perfection; our gallantry 
ſo commode ; our ſcandal:; the -indiſcre- 
: tion of our honeſt women, and ths: pru- 
oy 
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dery of our demi-reps? Though ſtill 
young, I am yet older than you; I have 
experience, I love you; and before the 
grand ſecrets which I am going to truſt 
you with, I will give you a little advice. 
I came upon the town almoſt an infant, 
but T brought with me an ardent organi- 
ſation, active ſenſes, an immeaſurable de- 
fire to pleaſe, and all the neceſſaries to 
ſucceed. - Thanks to thoſe happy diſpoſi- 
tions, I have ſeen all, devoured all, gone 
to the bottom of all (if the term is not 
too ſtrong) and by the multiplicity of my 
ſenſations, I have acquired à fund of 
knowledge in a hundred things which is 
purely my own, which ſticks by me, and 
has no reſemblance to thoſe uſeleſs mate. 
rials that — x up 8 their heavy 
excurſions.” o n J 
The bey of our ——_ becomes 
hard, by the lazy ſtudy of the cloſet; 
your pretended ſages are always a little 
more blockheads in the morning than they 
were over-night. As the memory ſwells, 
the wit relaxes; and the fire of genius is 
Vol. I. C extin- 
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extinguiſhed under the ice of learning. | 
They overcharge their heads with dates, 
facts, grave trifles; they ſeize by acci- 
dent a- few truths, encumbered with ten 
thouſand errors ; and in running after the | 
paſt, they ſuffer the preſent to ec 
them. 

My cotemporaries fume! tis ah. them, 
is relative to them, we ſhould ſeek in- | 
ſtruction; all the reſt is nothing but chi- 
mera, incertitude and folly, I dwell up- 
on this preamble, that the moral I am 
about-to draw from it, may not too o much 
r. ee you. TP | 

Frivolous creature as you are, I do not 
en you to plunge yourſelf in-medita- | 
tion, it is neither made for your rank, nor 5 
your age; but I exhort you to ſee a great 
deal, and to take an exact view. It will 

coſt you but a little attention, and every 
glance will enrich your underſtanding, 
without robbing you of a moment's difli- 4 
_ * Fl —_ 

Since you are now in Italy, gather (but t 
not with too much. labour) thoſe uſeful f of 
| harveſts/ 


SE 
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1 which that brilliant climate ſo 
copiouſly furniſhes; once the country of 
heroes, it became the cradle of the arts, 
and is {till the ſeat of politics. Don't kiſs 
the Pope's ſlipper ; it is what I ſhall never 
forgive you; but get at the root of his 
power. Learn the manners of the peo- 
ple; above all, thoſe of the good compa- 
ny. Every nation has a ſtile of life pecu- 
liar to itſelf; and in becoming acquainted 
with that, people of our order learn all 
| they ought to know. . Laugh at the Man- 
fignori, and endeavour, to, debauch their 
wives; lie with as many of them as you 
can; to love chem is not your end, but to 
underſtand them: it is a more eſſential 
ſtudy than many imagine. The flower of 
a nation's wit, is in ſome ſort confined to 
that charming ſex, | which. is a its 
moſt intereſting moieeyx. 
Your whole art will conſiſt ir in not re- 
quiring more of them than they are able 
to accompliſh, Some fools that adore 
them, expect them to be conſtant ;- a man 
of ſenſe, who knows too well wi they 
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are, to let his attachment to them go be: 
yond a certain point, leaves them to their 
natural bias, perceives their caprice only 
to laugh at it; and often fixes them, by an 
affectation not to infringe upon their li- 
Lou deceive yourſelf horribly, my dear 
Viſcount, if you attribute what I here ſay 1 0 
to you, to a ſpirit of levity. That levity 1 1 
in appearance, is in reality nothing elſe 
than experience under a diſguiſe, that 7 
takes off What might render it rough and ink 
tireſome. We muſt fly the world, or. 
laugh at it. I follow the latter party, as 4 ; 
the moſt amuſing ; and T give myſelf up 
with a good grace to the malignant obſer- 
vations which may be made on Pa cha- 
racter. 7 
For Ms I find myſelf at preſent in 
a very delicate ſituation; but I am pre- i } 
paring to draw all the advantages from it, 
that order and conduct can bring out of 
circumſtances ſo bizzare. Would you be- 
lieve it, while I write to you, I hardly 1 
eſcape the ridicule of a ſerious paſſion? 1 
"7 was 
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was the dupe of the pooreſt management, 
the martyr of the moſt manifeſt coquetry: 
| however, I am become like other men; 
and I owe my cure to one of thoſe maſter- 
ſtrokes, which changes the diſgraces of 
1 the heart, into triumphs for the vanity. 
y The woman who has put me within two 
fingers breadth of my ruin, is the pretty 
X Counteſs de Syxcx. That epithet of 
CE: pretty, which people are ſo prodigal of, 
#; and applies ſo ill, ſeems to have been ima- 
gined for her. Nobody was ever more 
1 What it means, or had the art of being 
4 | what it means ſo continually. _ 
= Figure to yourſelf, a mouth which, 
? © ſeems to be but juſt beginning, with a pair 
of eyes that have no end; almoſt blue, 
though they are brown, and armed with 
: q long ebon laſhes, which ſerve to veil the 
FT rays that are conſtantly ſtreaming from 
chem; a ſkin of a dazzling whiteneſs, and 
perfectly genuine; an arm, rounded by 
the graces ; a foot, to be envied in China; 
* a figure, that-beggars all deſcription, light, 
elegant, full of ſoftneſs, and majeſty when 
C 3 neceſſary. 
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neceſſary. To this victorious out- ſide, 
join a wit to ſay every thing, to underſtand 
every thing, to adorn every thing, an 
enjouement that never lets go the hand of 
decency ; a coquetry that makes one mad, 
and yet delights one; now and then little 
ſtarts of temper ; raviſhing teazings; glim- 
merings of fentiment, and inftantaneous 
fits of melancholy, the more charming, 
for our not being able to divine their 
cauſe ; imagination, lively to a degree 
of magic, which creates her pleaſures, 
where others are not able to find them, 
and always leads her through a world of 
enchantment. l 28 

She was but fourteen when ſhe married 
de Syreè; and at the end of three years, 
cf a fidelity on his part, fufficiently equi- 
vocal, (during which ſhe brought him two 
daughters, and an heir to his eſtate) he 
abandoned himſelf to his taſte for thoſe 
eafy fair ones, who are paid, idolized, and 
deſpiſed, Worthy and uſeful citizens! 
that paſs from hand to hand, amuſe the 
head, make no attempt upon the: heart, 


RE 
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and receive in their complaiſant arms, la- 
zy batchelors, weary huſbands, and ere- 
| dulous ſtrangers ; when they are in con- 


Y 
3 
* 
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9 1 ſcience, obliged to ruin, to make them. 


© ſelves a name, and encourage their ſuc- 
ceſſors. 


] De Syrct is a libertine, and that's all 
if 
i 


1 fair. 


Misfortune attend the ideots, who 


in love with the conjugal union, fall aſleep 


amidſt the vapours of the domeſtic dun- 
Pp geon, and become the tyrants of the un- 
i ; þ ah happy charmers of whom they ought at 


q ̃noſt to be but the depoſitaries. However, 


4 de Syrce has the good ſenſe not to be faith+ 


1 ful to his wife (an atrocious folly in this 


her as with a friend, whom he is ſtudious 
to pleaſe; he has even ſome of thoſe affec- 
tions, which our manners rather tolerate 
than exact; and after his horſes, his dogs, 
and his miſtreſſes, Madame de Syrce is cer- 
tainly the thing in the world for which he 
| C4 has 


IF enlightened age); he has the merit of a 
3 conduct towards her, in every other re- 
ſpect the kindeſt in the world. He is nei- 
I ther jealous nor imperious ; he lives with 
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has the greateſt affection. Add to this, 
that his military employments, which o- 
blige him to frequent journies, render him 
one of the moſt adorable huſbands that 
Heaven ever formed, for the conveniency 
of lovers. And on that account he car- 
ries with him, at every departure, not 
many regrets, (that would be too touch- 
ing) but a thouſand and a thouſand bene. 
dictions. | 
It is upon this event that the preten- 
ſions of all thoſe who diſpute the heart of 
the Marchioneſs revive; every one has 
his hopes, every one his projects; and ſhe 
is ſoon ſurrounded by a court, which diſ- 
pleaſes not a little the good old lady her 
mother; and a propos of her mother, ſhe 
is, you muſt know, ene of the. beft fort of 
women in the world; however, though her 
daughter has lived in her houſe ever ſince 
ſhe was married, they have their ſeparate 
apartments, and I rarely ſee that long 
edifying figure who gives the yapours for 
a fortnight, by a ſingle rencounter when 
I have the honour to vilit her, 5 
| But 
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But to come to the grand point. Vou 
may perceive by the deſcription I have 
given you of her ſituation, that Madame de 
Syrce is as independant as a pretty woman 
need wiſh to be, and I promiſe you, her 
liberty does not ruſt in her hands; ſhe 


runs from one public place to another; 


from pleaſure to pleaſure; you meet her 
at plays, at balls, in every circle; at eve- 
ry ſupper, ſhe ſeems to multiply herſelf, 
is every where at a time, and every where 
adored by the men, and envied by the wo- 
men ; encouraging the one, laughing at 
the other; but ſeeming more to enjoy the 
jealouſy of her own ſex, than the homage: 
of ours. 

Theſe qualities 3 ſo Gaapache: 
tic with my own, had I reaſon to expect 
that they would prove the rock to ſhip- 
wreck the pride of my former ſucceſſes? 


I mounted all my guns made for the en- 


gagement, in the moſt maſterly diſpoſi- 
tion; but all went to the bottom. At firſt 
indeed ſhe ſhewed me ſome littlu attention, 


and the means to do otherwiſe ; but I ne- 
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ver love to keep with women a diſtant 
fire, IJ am for grappling, and coming to 
warm work as ſoon as poſſible, that I may 
the ſooner have done with them. Ma- | 
dame de Syreè did not give me time to 
go ſo far. Subaltern coxcombs boaſt of 
conqueſts they never made; but men of 


true gallantry find a ſort of recompence Y 


for their ill ſucceſs in bravely avowing it; 
they hold up their ancient trophies, and 
I could even pardon my fair enemy but 
for the ſake of example, and that it might i 
be dangerous to accuſtom women to ſuch | 
hardy defences : there is ſtill another rea- 
ſon. DIL REY 0 

Some perſons pretend, that under a 
flight outſide ſhe covers ſolid principles, a 
fund of prudence, and a coat of mail of 
virtue, which wraps her on all ſides when 
one leaſt ſuſpects it. It is eſſential for 
herſelf, that ſhe ſhould be no longer expo- 
ſed to ſuch ſuſpicions ; that ſhe has been 
chaſte through whim, I ſubſcribe to it; 
but througa virtue, oh for ſhame ! it is 
from the exceſs of my eſteem for her, that 

: I am 
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Jam determined to endeavour to convict 


her of a weakneſs. I cannot engage her 
in my own favour, but I may ſeduce her 


by proxy; not being able to get her my- 


ſelf, it is but a part of decency to ep her 
off to another. 

To this end it is now about two months 
ſince I detached againſt her the Count de 
St. Albin : he is young, remarkably well 
made, and has one of thoſe ſoft, ſenſible, 
romantic- countenances, which catch the 
women, perſuades them of every thing 
that is faid to them, nay, of what is not 
ſaid to them, fires their imagination, and 
in the upſhot, diſpoſes them to hear all, 
believe all, and grant all. To thoſe ad- 
vantages on the fide of his perſon, let me 
add, that his birth is illuſtrious, we are 
even diſtant relations, and call coufins ; 
but his family being for ſome years paſt 
out of favour at court, I have made uſe of 
my own gracious reception there, to pre- 
ſent him, and introduce him among the 
women that give the ton. He ſueceeds 
extremely well; the ladies find his wit 

C 6 ſbprightly, 
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ſprightly, much expreſſion in his eyes, 
and flatter themſelves to make ſomething 


of him. He has lately been engaged in 


an affair of honour, of which he has ac- 
quitted himſelf, with the higheſt diſtinc- 
tion. To ſay all at once, St. Albin liſtens 
to me, believes me, is grateful for what 
I do for him, and in all probability will 
become one of our firſt figures. 

You will agree with me, I believe, that 
I condemn the marchioneſs to a very light 


puniſhment when I provide her with ſuch 


an adorer. She has, I am well, informed, 
notwithſtanding what ſome part of the 


world think of her, brought two or three 


intrigues to a perfect denouement ; but de- 


cently, and without noiſe. In the preſent 
affair, however, notoriety will be neceſ-. 


fary ; it is that in fact which I chiefly de- 
ſire, for without an eclat, where would be 
my revenge ? 

I have introduced my 1 into all 
the houſes where our dulcinea ſups. The 
old Preſidente de Cornouille, who is as 
vicious now, as if ſhe had the ſame right 
to 
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| to be ſo that ſhe. had forty years ago, 
brought him with her to Madame de Syr- 
c&s, and what is better than all, the dame 
begins already to act upon the defenſive. 
She affects to be out of humour, to have 
the air of not taking notice of him, is rude 
to him without any reaſon ; and when he 
is preſent, affects to laugh loud with the 
firſt fool that falls in her way, in order to 
hide her growing inclination. She does 
not perceive, that in this road ſhe goes 
directly to the point where I want to de- 
coy her; nay, thoſe airs of apparent in- 
difference or diſlike, are neceſſary in or- 
der to ſpur on St. Albin, who for eighteen 
months paſt has been ſunk in the POR 
of another affair. 

Well, through all theſe cords a e 
do you begin to ſee the true principles of 
the machine? The dear marchioneſs will 
fall fooliſhly in love with a man to whom, 
ſhe is almoſt indifferent, and be puniſhed 
for ridiculouſly reſiſting me; in being for- _ 
ced to regret me ; but this is not all : by 5 
embarking St. Albia in an intrigue with, a 

woman 
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woman he does not care for, I facilitate to 
myſelf the means of getting from him a 
woman he loves; and I will leave you to 
judge, from the picture I am going to give 
you of her, whether ſhe is Won the trou- 
ble of the enterprize. 

She is in the firſt place an identified ro. 
mance; young, blooming, delicate, and an 
Engliſtwoman. I have ſometimes met her 
coming out of the comedy, where ſhe al- 
ways ſits in a latticed box * and at others 
J have rode before her houſe, which is 
ſituated about a-league from Paris, where 
the inebriating pleafure of ſeeing her at 
her window, has almoſt made me fall from 
my horfe. She refembles in ſize one of 
thofe young graces that now and then 
come from the pencil of Vien ; her conn- 
tenance is ſerious, but noble; her look 
haughty, but it is eaſy to perceive that it 
can become tender; there reigns in all 


. '* Some of the boxes in the theatre at Paris, are 
latticed, where eccleſiaſtics and other per ſons go 
who have no mind to be ſen. 

I A celebrated French painter. 

a her 


DELICATE CRIMES. 39 


her features a firmneſs that impoſes re- 
ſpeR, and a melancholy that invites to love, 
There are, however, ſome trifling faults 
in her perſon, but the whole together is 
luxurious, and it would be very poffible 
to have a commerce with her, of the moſt 

enchanting kind. | 
To fay the truth, JI am not much ſur- 
priſed that poor St. Albin ſhould have ſome 
repugnance to forſake her. I thought 1 
ſhould never have been able to bring him 
to it, and force him to take a certain flight, 
It was in vain to repreſent to him, that to 
be in love with an Engliſhwoman in the 
ſuburbs of Paris, was an inſult to his coun- 
try; he only anſwered me with a ſigh; and 
though that anſwer was childiſh, it never 
failed to diſconcert my eloquence. © He 
pretends that he finds every thing in this. 
miſtreſs, figure, wit, character; that ſhe 
abandons herſelf to him with a confidence 
that it would be horrible to deceive; that 
ſhe has no conſolation in the world but 
him, and what not. In a word, he would 
never finiſh, if one would let him alone, 
; when 
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when he is about to juſtify his attachment. 
Every circumſtance of the intrigue tends 
to fix him, even to the myſtery with which 
it is veil'd. 

This Engliſhwoman living out of Paris, 
is not expoſed to the obſervation of his fa- 
mily ; then ſhe leaves him perfectly at li- 
berty, the conſequence of the truſt ſhe 
places in his affection ; he comes, he goes, 


without her ever complaining, and thar, 
between ourſelves, is one great motive 
that makes me wiſh to have her. I abhor 


your plaintive, unquiet females; thoſe ſort 


of turtles are murdering; and however 
amorous they may be, one does not like 
to be ſo narrowly queſtioned on the arti- 
cle of perfidies. 200-3 of 

To conclude, my dear Viſcount, — 
may perceive, from what I have told you, 
the nature of the intrigue which I have to 
conduct. Vengeance on one part, ſeduc- 
tion on the other. Pardon the length of 
my letter, on account of its gravity. Why 
ſhould not the det: il of a love affair be as 
conſequential as one of war or politics? I 
know 


* 
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know of no reaſon for it, but the error and 
folly of men, who are always attaching the 
moſt pompous ideas to the things of leaſt 
conſequence. I have told you what I am 
doing, return confidence for confidence, 
and let me know what employs you. Vour 
adventures cannot have the ſame conſiſ- 
tence with mine; they anſwer no doubt 
the unſettledneſs of your notions; but a 
rue Frenchman makes conqueſts in run- 
ning. I who am in a fixed port, proceed 
with mere method, and my memoirs ought 
neceſſarily to partake of the ſituation n 
W hich I write them. 
1 have been confined for chree days to 
my hotel, ſo that I make no merit of ſacri- 
ficing to you ſo much of my time as this 
epiſtle has taken up: I wanted employ- 
ment; but anſwer me, and love me. I beg 
a ee of your Roman beauties. It 
is ſaid they are voluptuous : : ours are 
hardly ſo ; but they are falſe, coquettes, 
and will believe any thing. thus all is 
compenſated, | 
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CRT ER YI, 


From the Count de Sr. ALBIN to the 
Duc de CLER MONT. 


7Ob are greatly deceived, Monſieur 

| le Duc, not only I am not on the 
point of ſettling preliminaries, as you ſeem 
to believe; but I frankly own to you, I 
am diſcouraged by the difficulties I find 
with the Marchioneſs, as well as by the 
obſtacles which my heart oppoſes to my 
proſecuting that affair. I am not yet proof 
againſt the diſguſts attending an unſucceſs- 
ful amour, and the repentance that never 
fails to follow / an act of perfidy. I am but 
too ſenſible of the charms of Madame de 
Syrc>; ſhe is an enchantreſs ;' ſhe never 
fays a word which ought not to be remem- 
bered ; all her motions are grace, and her 
every look a wound to the heart. The 
hours which appear tedious elſewhere, fly 
when we are near her; we don't count 
but regret them ; but the more ſhe inte- 
e reſts 


' DELICATE CRIMES. 43 
reſts me, the leſs I find her an object to 
be ſacrificed to the fancy of a moment, 

In an effuſion of heart, of which I ac- 
knowledge all the bounty you have con- 
feſſed to me, that ſhe is a conqueſt in which 
you have failed yourſelf; I leave you to 
determine whether I ought to attack a wo- 
man that was able to defeat you, If the 
diſconcerted your experience, can I, who 
am yet a novice with the ſex, hope a hap- 
pier fortune? It is better to make an ho- 


ncurable retreat, than to riſque a ſhameful 


repulſe. Let me repeat it; the more the 
marchioneſs is dangerous, the more ſhe 

warns me not to be raſh,” | 
She has not even with me that lightneſs 
and coquetry, which ſhe indulges with ma- 
ny others ; ſhe often regards me with an 
air of diſdain, ſometimes quarrels with me, 
and contradicts me always: it looks as if 
ſne ſingled me out to make me the victim 
of her humours. I will not deny, that for 
ſome days my head has been ready to 
turn; and ſelf. love, indignation, the ſhame. 
of being ill rreated, might poſſibly have 
ſtood 
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ſtood in the place of paſſion, and expoſed 


me to a good deal of uneaſineſs, if the 


voice of ſentiment, honeſty, and common 
- juſtice had not called me back, and forced 


me to return to keep engagements which 
I approve, and an object that ought to be 
the more dear to me, for my e the 
point to betray her. 

Madame de Syrct is, I repeat it, charm- 
ing; I ſhall never think of her without a 
ſecret delight; nay, ſhe will never be in. 
different to my heart; but in my poor Ha- 
milton I already poſſeſs a woman no way 
inferior to her; however, though this laſt 
has loſt nothing of her attractions, I muſt 
confeſs, I no longer feel when J am near 
her, that tumult of the ſenſes, that devour- 
ing fever, that inconceiveable and almoſt 
painful ardour which accompanies the firſt 
tranſports of love. She inſpires me with 
ſomewhat leſs. lively, and more collected ; 


tis an inward tenderneſs, a ſoft emotion, | 


a certain, I know not what, which occa- 


ſions me the moſt ſenſible anguiſh when- | 


ever I find myſelf inclined ta forſake her. 
| | | Love 
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Love may grow feeble in an honeſt 
eart; but it is with difficulty it can be 
entirely extinguiſhed; it is too painful to 
break the idol one has formed; to change 
into coldneſs and indifference, the adora- 
tions of a paſſion once really devout; to 
ſtrip off all the charms in which we dreſ- 
ſed it, the being that we had made choice 
of to render us happy ; and in depriving 
it of part of the homage to which we had 
accuſtomed it, we in effect rob it of all. 

I open my heart to you' without 'the 
ſmalleſt remorſe ; and I believe I cannot 
be ſincere with any one that better de. 
ſerves ſuch a mark of my friendſhip, The 
ſervices you have rendered my family, 
the particular marks of regard with which 
you have diſtinguiſhed me, leaves me no- 
thing to apprehend on the part of your 
diſcretion, _ 

You know the world, and the i 
machine too well, not to diſcern immedi- | 
ately the inconvenience of my ſituation ; 


my youth, the facility of my nature, a 


warm head, a heart tolerably honeſt, the 
illuſions 
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illuſions of ſelf. love, and a wiſh founded 
on principles to act with honour ; all this 
is at war within me, agitates me at once, 
and I fear will end by making me unhappy, 
But why ſo? when I am refolved to 
follow the dictates of what is right. Yes, 
yes; there I fix. The idea is ſweet, it 
leaves no ſting. . I would prefer even ſen. 
fations the .moſt painful, to thoſe baneful 
pleafures which impriſon the mind, and 
poſſeſs nothing durable but the remorſe 
they draw after them. 
But you have aſked me what are the 
ries that ſo ſtrongly unite me to this Eng- 
| liſhwoman.. Have you a mind to be let 
circumſtantially into the fecret? If you 
have, read the inclofed paper. I purpoſe. 
ly ſend it detached from my letter, that 
you may look it over at any time, and that 
too great a length together, may not diſ- 
guſt you; but remember, notwithſtanding 
your precaution againſt fender weakneſſes, 
after having read my little hiſtory, {which 
by the way J hold moſt ſacred, and never 
depoſited in any heart but yours), I ſhall 
be 
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be diſappointed if you do not relax a part 
of your prejudices in. favour of kentiment 
and gener oſity. 5 | 

I hear the king returns to-merrayw to 
Choiſy „. I will endeavour to ſee you 
there. Adieu, Monſieur le Duc. 


A Copy f the Little MeMorR _—_— 
the preceding Letter, 


"ADEMo18ELLE Hamilton is of a diſ- 
tinguiſhed Engliſh family, though 
originally from Scotland. It had always 
been rigidly attached to the houſe of Ste- 
wart; and when in the year forty-five, 
the elder prince of that name made an at- 
tempt to recover the throne of his anceſ- 
tors, from the branch that now ſits on it, 
Mr. Hamilton, the father of my charmer, 
was one of the foremoſt to aid his ſtruggle. 
He quitted London, where he was hap- 
pily ſettled; to join the Pretender at Edin- 
burgh : you know the fate of that ill - ad- 
Another palace, or rather pleaſure-houſe, be» 
longing to the king of France, near Paris. 


viſed 
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viſed expedition; after a few months de- 
ceitful ſucceſs, Prince Charles was entire. 
ly defeated by the army commanded by 
the Duke of Cumberland, the younger ſon 
of George II. and he and his adherents 
were obliged to eſcape to the continent in 
the beſt manner they were able. 

Among thoſe, happy enough to do ſo, 
was Mr. Hamilton ; and ſoon after, his wife 
and daughter (then a child at the breaſt) 
followed him to Poitiers in France; where 
on the little they could ſave from the 
| wreck: of their fortune, aſſiſted by a pen- 
ſion allowed them from the Court of Ver- 
ſaillies, they contrived to live with a de- 
gree of gentility not 2 W. to 
their rank. _ 

When his diner was About 1 
2000, Mr. Hamilton died ; by that event, 
the family were deprived of their penſion ; 
but ſuch was the prudence and economy 
of his widow, that the decreaſe in their 
income, had no apparent effect upon their 
manner of life. She ſtill continued a hand- 
* une and about a year after, my 


regiment 
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regiment not being quartered far from the 
town, I, for the firſt time, became ac. 
quainted with Mademoiſelle Hamilton. 
We met at the old commander's de St. 
Briſon, where the beſt company of the 
place always aſſembled, and I never failed 
to go there as often as my military exer- 
ciſes would give me leave. Till then I 
was totally unacquainted with what it was 
to love; but the charms of the young 
Engliſhwoman ſoon taught my heart a 
leſſon it was apt enough to learn: with 
what trucking characters Nature has ta- 
ken care to make the firſt impreſſions of a 
ſuſceptible mind! All the objects that 
ſurrounded me, began to aſſume a different 
appearance, The day ſeemed brighter, 
night more voluptuous, and ſure never 
female was better formed to realize the 
chimeras of an ardent imagination, and 
juſtify the deliriums of the heart. Sup. 
poſe every thing attractive in grace, and 
ſtriking in beauty, a noble modeſty, a na- 
tural decency, that intereſting energy, of 
which few of the fair ſex know the ſecret ; 
v1. - D a pene- 
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a penetrating wit, an exalted underſtand- 
ing, capable at once of the moſt delicate 
diſquiſitions in taſte, and the profoundeſt 
reflection. There is Mademoiſelle Ha- 
milton. Such are the charms that robbed 
me of myſelf, | 
My looks frequently ſtole towards the 
object of my adoration ; and as often as 
they occaſionally met hers, I felt my face 
covered with an involuntary bluſh. She 
ſoon perceived the empire ſhe was gain- | 
ing over me, and even began to be ſenſi. 
ble of ſome ſparks of the flame ſhe had 
lighted; ſhe looked at me no more; but 
her eyes, though caſt down, let me ſtill 
divine what they would expreſs. There 
was expanded over all her features, a me- 
lancholy which heightened their beauty; 
not that auſtere ſeriouſneſs, that frightens 
the chaſteſt familiarity, and betrays a bar- 
renneſs of ſoul; but that ſoft ſadneſs, 
which is never without ſome diſpoſition 
to love, and nouriſhes, after having oe 
_ duced it. 

* the end of ſix e of a ted 
D237? * conſtraint, 
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conſtraint, 'of torments, and combats with 
myſelf, in which I never failed to prove 
my own weakneſs ; I was one day ſitting in 
her dreſſing- room, with Madame Hamilton, 
(for I was now almoſt continually at her 
houſe) when after a ſhort ſilence, during 
which I obſerved ſhe ſuffered ſome inward 
conflict, the good old lady ſpoke to me as 
follows : © I have for ſome time had ſome. 
« thing to ſay to you, Monſieur le Comte, 
e which I muſt own has given me a great 
&« deal of uneaſineſs ; but as it muſt be 
6 ſaid one time or another, it is as well 
ce now.” Here ſhe ſtopt, and I was going 
to reply from a preſentiment of her ſubject, 
but ſhe prevented me, by continuing im- 
mediately, - * Your viſits to me and my 
% daughter, are certainly the moſt agree- 
e able to us in the world, and in one 
“ ſenſe, do us the higheſt honour; but 
« give me leave to tell you, that in ano- 
4 ther, I am afraid they may afford mali- 

« cious people room to make us the object 
e of unjuſt obfer vation. You are young, 
+ Monſieur le Comte, you are a man of 
5 = e quality 
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«. quality and fortune. My daughter is 
et young, in ſome ſort a ſtranger in this 
ce country, and has her fortune to make. 
& T ſhall add nothing further, but leave 
& your own honour and good ſenſe to 
« imagine what I would ſay ; only let me 
© premiſe, that Mademoiſelle Hamilton 
ce knows nothing of this converſation, nor 
ee ſhould I ſpeak to you in ſuch a manner, 
« did not my regard for your character, 
as well as my own eg engage 
n. | 
At this moment Mademoiſelle Hamilton 
entered the room; and ere ſhe had time 
to ſit down, I threw myſelf before her, 
at her mother's feet, and catching one of 
her hands, Ah Madam!” . cried I, 
« hat have you ſaid to me? do you mean 
© to inſinuate that I ſhould come no more 
«© here? I beſeech you, I implore you, 
e condemn me not to ſo cruel a baniſh- 
c ment. What I have never yet dared 
« to avow to your daughter herſelf, I now 
< freely confeſs to you both. I love her, 
L adore her, I cannot live happy with- 
46 out 
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te out her; and if J am deprived of the 
« pleaſure of her ſociety, expect ſome- - 
« thing fatal to be the conſequence. It 
« is true I am young; I am yet anſwer- 
& able for my conduct to my family, but 
© my heart and honour are at my own 
ec diſpoſal, and I never will violate the 
« one, where I have given the other; 
“ and by that honour I ſwear, I have no 
« deſigns in coming hither that can affſict 
% you or injure your daughter, whom I 
« would die to protect. Do not then on 
© account of vain fears, or vainer puncti- 
{© lios, depre me of a bleſſing that is ne- 
© ceſlary to my exiſtence; but permit me 
to continue my vilits, till fomething in 
my behaviour makes me really unwor- 
& thy of your confidence.“ 

J uttered all this with. a vehemence,, 
that perſuades more than the moſt ſtudied 
diſcourſe. I looked at the mother and 
daughter, and faw their eyes fixed on each. 
other, but Mademoiſelle Hamilton's were 
ſwimming in tears, and thoſe: of the old 
lady ſoon burſt out; when gently raiſing 
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me, ſhe ſaid, © Monſieur le Comte, we 
« will talk no farther of this matter ; by 
ce the diftreſs viſible in my daughter's 
* countenance, I perceive by purſuing 
it, I ſhould afflict her as well as you. I 
ce confide then in your mutual diſcretion. 
% My daughter's natural good ſenſe gives 
* her a right to be miſtreſs of her own 
« actions; which though I may adviſe, I 
© never ſhall pretend to controul. She 
is ſufficiently appriſed of my ſentiments ; 
« in the mean time remember what you 
« owe to God, the world, and your- 
« ſelves.” | : MTS 
In a ſhort time after this, Mademoiſelle 
Hamilton and I ceaſed to have any ſecrets 
for one another. I entertained her con- 
tinually with my paſſion ; and ſhe, with a 
noble frankneſs, owned her's for me. She 
told me ſhe had confeſſed it to her mother 
long before; and that excellent woman 
had repreſented to her in the ſtrongeſt 
terms, the danger of giving way to ſuch 
a ſentiment ; but ſhe ſaid ſhe did not know 
wir her 
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her mother deſigned to ſorbid me the 
houſe, » 3 5 | 
And now, Monſieur le Duc, you will, 
no doubt, think I made uſe of fo favour- 
able an. opportunity, to ſeize a happineſs 
for which I languiſhed ; but you are miſ- 
taken ; every freedom that innocence could 
allow paſs'd between us, and noother, Good 
God! how could I think of ſtaining a pu- 
rity which appeared to me the more ſa- 
cred, for the candour and naives to which 
it was joined ; but had I been fo vilely 
inclined, Mademoiſelle Hamilton's tender- 
neſs and reſpect for her mother was ſuch, 
that I am convinced (all other conſidera- 
tions out of the caſe) no earthly. power 
could have prevailed on her to deceive, 
or give her pain but for a moment. She 
had confided in her, and that was a ſecu- 
rity beyond all bonds. It was above a 
twelvemonth after this, that our connec- 
tion began, upon the footing it has ever 
ſince continued. 
Madame Hamilton, who had been in a 
declining ſtate of health from the time of 
D 4 her 
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her huſband's death, was ſeized with a 


violent diſorder in her ſtomach ; the phy- 
ſicians ſoon declared they had no hopes. 
I happened to be then at quarters. The 
day ſhe died, ſhe deſired to ſee me. I en- 
tered her chamber, where I found her 
raiſed in her arm-chair ; I could. not help 
putting one knee to the ground, taking 
her hand, and preſſing it to my lips. She 
turned her dying eyes upon me, with a 
look of tenderneſs mixed with concern, 
and then lifting them to her daughter, 
who ſtood on the other ſide, her face 
bathed in tears; My child,” ſaid ſhe, 
we are going to part; I am forced to 
© leave you in the midſt of a dangerous 
* world, with nothing but your virtue 
and. good ſenſe to ſupport you. I would 
© with to ſay a great deal to you now, 
„ becauſe my advice can be no longer 
c uſeful to you; but the count is a man 
& of honour,” Here her weakneſs for- 
ced her to fetch her breath, and her 
daughter falling on her knees, ſhe bent a 
little forward, and putting her arms round 
both 
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both our necks, „I can do no more,“ 
ſaid ſhe in a faint tone of voice, © than 
« give you my bleſſing. God——— At 
that word, ſhe bowed her head, and ex- 
pired without a groan, m ths n of 


embracing us. 


Me ſoon perceived the ſtate ſhe was in; 
the grief of the daughter was calm 2 
compoſed; no cries eſcaped her; ſhe roſe 
from her knees, and then turning to me 
with a profound figh, Count,“ ſaid ſhe, 
] have now no friend but you.“ Theſe 
words, and thoſe pronounced by her mo- 
ther with her laſt breath, are engraved on 
my heart,. where they will never be de- 
faced ; and I am convinced there is no 
facrifice Mademoiſelle Hamilton could at 
that moment have required of me, which 
I would: have {crupled to make her. I 
even offered to marry her; but ſhe conſi- 
dered my ſituation, ſhe knew ſuch a ſtep 
would never be forgiven me by my family, 
and that it might occaſion my ruin. Her 
mother was now dead; the had no body 
to anſwer to but to herſelf, was above 

D 5 vulgar 
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vulgar prejudices, and acted with genero- 
ſity by the man ſhe loved. I, in my turn, 
promiſed never to forſake her; and no 
doubt ſhe looks upon herſelf as much my 
wife as if our hands had been joined by 
the prieſt. 

It was no longer ** nor adviſe- 
able for her to remain at Poitiers; and my 
father ſoon after calling me to Paris, I 
obtained her promiſe that ſne would follow 
me, and ſettle there. My firſt care on my 
arrival, was to ſeek for her a houſe, which 
by her own deſire, was at ſome little diſ- 
tance from town. That at Antueil fell in 
my way, but through a ſingular nicety, 
though I preſſed her to let me furniſh it, 
which I would have done with the greateſt 
elegance, ſhe abſolutely refuſed; neat and 
ſmple was all ſhe required, and ſhe would 
pay for every thing herſelf : and notwith- 
| ſtanding you may imagine to the contrary, 
I can aſſure you, ſince we have been toge- 
ther, ſhe never has, nor could J prevail 
with her to put me to the ſmalleft expence. 
She-enjoys an income of about four thou- 

ſand 
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ſind livres a year (her mother's jointure,) 
which is regularly paid to her order, on 
the Exchange of London, and ſhe ſays it 
is more than ſufficient. 
This, Monſieur le Due, is the nature - 
of the connection between Mademoiſelle 
fe- Hamilton and me; and what honeſt man, 


my what man not loſt to all honour and huma- 
„I nity, would think of breaking with ſuch a 
ow woman, after ſuch inconteſtible proofs of 
my her confidence and eſteem? he muſt be a 
ich monſter: no doubt the force of an attach- 


liſ ment depends upon the circumſtances that 
in attend it, and every circumſtance capable 


ty, of ſtrongly cementing, meet in this. She 
it; is a woman of a family totally diftntereſt- 
eſt ed, and even of a noble ſpirit ; handſome 


nd in her perſon, well educated, and of a ſu- 
ud perior underſtanding. F ſhall not men- 


h- tion her virtue, becauſe the unjuſt preju- 
y, dices of the world, would make you laugh 
e- at me. But I can ſay, what in my eſteem, 
ail ought to be more; ſhe has ſacrificed to me 
e. the virtue ſhe reveres. The innocence 
u- of her life, which ſhe paſſes in the moſt 
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domeſtic manner, the ſweetneſs of her 
diſpoſition, her fidelity and tenderneſs, all 
riſe up in my mind, and oppoſe my raſh 
deſires, when they would carry me away 
I know not whither. 


FT Fx". 


From the Marchioneſs de SyRce, to 
her Friend Madame BREVAL. 


OW cruel is your huſband with his 
odious jealouſy! Can it be, that 
he will not ſuffer you even to converſe 
with women? You muſt have found my 
name often at your door. My dear friend, 
I wanted a little chat. Alas! that weak- 
neſs, with which the men reproach us, has 
its ſource in our ſouls ; how is mine fa- 
tigued with a thouſand nothings it wants 
to ſay ! It is impoſſible to ſatisfy that long- 
ing with any one but you, and yet one 
can never find you at home : however, I 
have the comfort, to be ſure, that you 
participate in my diſappointments. =o__ 
Educated 


her 
all 
raſh 


vay 


to 
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Educated in one convent, born with 
taſtes nearly the fame, linked to each other 
by all the circumſtances that invite inge- 
nuous natures. to reciprocal attachment, 
it is long ſince we promiſed never to keep 
any thing hidden between us, by that 
means to ſoften our mutual ſufferings. 
The vows made in early youth, are gene- 
rally vague; ours have not been ſo. The 
cauſes that operate diſunion among moſt 
women, have had no effect upon you and 


me; reaſon has fortified the inſtincts of 
childhood. I pardon your being hand- 


ſome; you do not wiſh me uglier; in fine, 
each has given the other marks of a gene- 
roſity, proof againſt the general failings- 
of her ſex. 

Believe me, my friend, with all our 
appearance of levity, we are worth a 
thouſand of thoſe prudiſh- creatures who 
pretend to find fault with us; an evapora- 
tion of the ſpirits is often the ſafeguard of 
the heart, and the terror which we are- 
now and then thrown into by an indiſcreet 


thought, cauſes no more than a flight of 
{ſimple 


62 DELICATE CRIMES. 
ſmple giddineſs, which is better than a 
ſerious weakneſs. At ſuch times, we re- 

ſemble thoſe timid birds, who go twenty 
times further than they need, to put them-- 
ſelves out of the reach of the fowler ; 
however one is not leſs honeſt for being 


frightened; and fuch is the true hiſtor/ 


of half the poor ſouls the world calum- 

niate. But, God bleſs me! I laugh, while 
what I have to communicate to you, con- 
cerns the fate of my life. In ſpite of my- 
ſelf J elude the buſineſs of my letter, and 
I keep off, what I ſat down to ſay to you. 
When I married Monſieur Syrce, I was. 


yet ſcarcely more than an infant; you. 


can bear teſtimony, that during the firſt 
year of our union, in ſpite of the licen- 
tiouſneſs of French manners, in ſpite of 
the folly natural to my age, and the va-- 
nity of conqueſts, I loved him to diſtrac- 


tion. All my ſenſibility was then collected 


on one object. In the ſpace of three years 
I was twice a mother; thoſe new tyes- 


ſtrengthened the former, and my paſſion 


would have ſtill endured, had not my huſ- 


band 
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band himſelf been induſtrious to deſtroy - 
it. He would have given me leſs pain, had 
he taken away my- life. As long as I 
could, I endeavoured to deceive myſelf, 
and attributed his change to ſome faults in. 
me. The ſcandal and tumult attending his 
debaucheries, however, at length obliged 
me to open my eyes, and diſſipated my 
errors. I was well aſſured he ſacrificed 
with the health, the-honour, and the for- 
tune of their lovers. Then ſucceeded: ti-- 
morous reproaches, ſecret tears, and all 
the torments which marriage . for 
ſlighted, fond wives. | 

Under the eyes of a angle — 
who joins to the moſt ſevere principles the 
moſt tender heart; I cultivated the fruits. 
of my ill-requited love. I watched the 
education of my children myſelf, and I 
hoped by that means, to bring back their 


father. Vain hope! the more he was de- 


ceived and injured abroad, the more he-. 

feorned to be happy at home. The tran- 

TOP of domeſtic enjoyments would have 
rendered 
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rendered him too foreign to the manners of 


kigage:. =: 
__ Otherwiſe, I had no reaſon to complain 
of his behaviour; a cloud was never ſeen 
upon his brow, never the ſlighteſt diſap- 
probation of my conduct eſcaped from him; 
always chearful, always content: on con- 
dition that I did not attempt to diſturb him 
in his pleaſures, he left me abſolute miſtreſs 


of mine. I never abuſed that liberty; but 


found wearineſs gain upon me. I grew 
il humoured; my temper, naturally warm 


and lively, became at length unable to 


ſupport continual inſult, and I ſcorned any 
longer to love without return. 
Fatigued with fuffering, terrified at the 


- which are incapable: of recompenſing the 
laſs of true pleaſure. I returned to the 
noiſy ſociety I had fled; having no longer 
hopes of happineſs, I had need of intoxica- 
tion. I had need: (for one muſt be at- 
tached: to lomething) of the homage of 
| | thoſe 


thought of being abandoned; and finding 
nothing round me but a frightful void, L 
next ſought in the. world all thoſe illuſions: 
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thoſe very men, for whom I never per- 
mitted myſelf to entertain the ſmalleſt re- 
gard. I read romances to amuſe my mind; 
I liſtened to eompliments and vows of ado- 
ration, to try if vanity could lay anguiſh 
aſleep ; and I had recourſe to eoquetry, to 
help me to get the better of ſenſibility. I 
wiſhed to be ſteady to my duty; but I had 
1 mind at the ſame time to enjoy all the 
privileges annexed to my "ge, ** ares 
and my rank. — 

I was not W nde a ſplendid train 
of admirers. When one does not ſcare 
them away, the men come about one in 
flocks, and one keeps them as long as one 
grants them nothing. In chat eonſiſted 
all my ſkill. The women, however, who 
are always charitable, did not fail to ſuſ- 
pet me of having recourſe to other means; 
and it is not lefs true, that I had ſome 
appearanees againſt me; for the more I 
depended on my virtue, the leſs ſtudious 
I was to avoid indecorums ; and it- is in- 
decorums, my dear, to which half the 
* of our ſex owe their loſs of 

repu- 
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reputation. Guilty decency attracts re- 
ſpect; while the world thinks every ac- 


cuſation permitted againſt a woman who 


relies more on real innocence, than the 
appearance of it. 75 

J had twenty followers, they gave me 
twenty gallants. Nobody excited more 
than I, that ſort of ſcandal which flatters 
ſome, afflicts others, vexes often even the 
culpable, and which every body ought to 
avoid as much as poſſible. I breathed no- 


thing but incenſe; I walked upon nothing i 


but flowers; every thing, to my eyes, had 
the air of a feaſt ;- and all this enchant- 
ment aroſe from my independency. Why 
have I not preſerved it? Why can I not 
reſume it again? Alas! it is gone beyond 
my reach, gone for ever. This is what 
oppreſſes me, what I fain would let you 
know, and what I fear to tell you; and 
yet it is what perhaps, you are nn 
with already. 
Ohl my friend, I weep in your arms, 
and my tears are an avowal of my misfor- 
tune. I love.. . . yes; I love, but I 
will 
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will have the force, the prudence to con- 
ceal it : but why can I not think of it 
without horror? I know not why, but that 
my heart preſages-the conſequences of it 
will be fatal to me; it will imbitter my 
days; it will abridge them; but no mat- 
ter, the more it alarms me, the more I 
abandon myſelf to it. 

I have no occaſion to name to you the 
object of my idolatry. I imagine all the 
world muſt divine it; for he alone, among 
the crowd of our young men, ſeems wor- 


my of notice, and is capable of juſtifying a 


foible, if that be poſſible. A foible ! Oh 
my God! what a name do I give it; but 
fear nothing, rather felicitate me on the 
ſtrength of my courage, which is equal to 
my love, 
From the moment I firſt ſaw the Count 
de St. Albin (his name has eſcaped me, it 
is always on my lips) from that moment 1 


felt thoſe involuntary diſorders, the fore- 
runners of violent paſſions ; they enereaſed 
from day to day, till at length they are at 


their height, However, I am till able to 
contain 
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contain them within bounds. The more 
I am inwardly agitated, the more cold and 
indifferent I appear to him. I go abroad 
oftener than ever, and bear about with 
pain, in the hurry of a world indifferent 
to me, the wounds of a heart, that 1 fear 
never can be cured, 

I ſeek for nothing but the Count de St, 
Albin; and yet when I find him; I have 
the air of not ſeeing him. I hardly reco. 
ver his viſits; I like rather to meet him 
elſewhere than at home ; and even to fly 
from him, than invite him. In a word, 
he thinks me, with regard 'to him, the 
moſt unjuſt and unreaſonable of -women, 
while in reality, he alone employs my 
thoughts. If he knew the truth of my 
ſituation, what would become of me? But 
lie never ſhall; no, my friend, be per- 
ſuaded I will bound my folly to my own 
breaſt, and yours, in whoſe, I can, with- 
out danger, confide; but judge from hence 
of what J ſuffer, and what I muſt ſuffer. 

To love, and conceal it; to love, and 
not know whether my paſſion is returned; 
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to fear a hundred rivals, without the right 
1 ang of complaining of one; to love for my 
road torment, and yet comply with it; to de- 
with vour my tears, my inquietudes, my jea- 
louſies, and die by a flow fire, that no art 
fear can extinguiſh, you will furely ſay this is a 
| martyrdom ! but your friend is reſolved 
to devote herſelf to it ; yes, that woman, 
ſo giddy, ſo frivolous, fo indiſcreet, who 
has been ſo truly judged-by the world, is 
reſolved to ſuffer, to languiſh, to die: the 
may be pitied, nnn 
proached. | 

Under the continual eie! in which I 
live, I ſee but one ray of comfort. The 
Count has not hitherto, apparently, at- 
tached himſelf to any particular woman he 
converſes with, and is careſſed by them 
all, without giving a decided preference. 
I cannot expreſs to you, how much this 
idea ſoftens my pains; but momentary 
onſolation ! he certainly loves ſome one 


2nce 
r. ind it is not me: Another enjoys the 
and happineſs of which I deprive myſelf ; ano- 
ied; Ne receives in her arms, that adored 


being, 


7 
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being, which all the duties of ſocial life 
for ever baniſh from mine. My dear 
friend, ſole confident of my ſoul, I will 
facrifice all to continue innocent in my own 
eyes, that my honour may be without ſtain 
and the only weakneſs which ever ſur. 
prized me, may, by an heroic. ſelf-denial 
be erected into virtue. 

But here let me ſtop to rend o over what 
I have written ; mad-woman ! mad-w 
man:!—yet I repent of nothing. Tam 82 
I ſhall augment your eſteem for me, by 
expoſing my thoughts, my conduct, with 
out diſguiſe. Love, to the degree I fee 
it, and in the manner I feel it, degrade r« 
not, but raiſes the character; and it ſhould h. 
ſeem as if women had no other way to ar b. 
rive at ſuperiority. Give me no advice m 
once more, I will inform you of ever tt 
thing juſt as it paſſes. You ſhall read mi e- 
very ſoul. I have but you to whom 1M- 
dare lay it open. My preſent infatuation 
violent as it is, will never leſſen the /ardor 
of my gg ; and if my preſages ar 
B. ene een 64 ei realized 


J 


5 


DELICATE CRIMES. 77 
u life realized, I ſhall part my laſt ſigh between 
dear e e Tel 


a I. ETTER IX. 


e nia From the Duc de CLERMONT to the 
Count de ST. ALBIN. 


d-wo- * DEE D, my poor 0 you are 
pathetic to a degree beyond what I 
ie, by expected. Your letter and your memoir 
with together are a complete tragedy ; and 
I fee though I am not over-fond of melancholy 
grade romances, have touched me profoundly ; 
ſnhould however, if you ſhould chance to have 
| by you any pure hiſtories in the ſame dra- 
matic ſtile, I muſt intreat you to ſpare me 
the reading of them, er lere vb to 7 
extreme: ſenſibility. | 
You are in the right of it; my exterior 
is deceitful; though I turn almoſt every 
thing to jeſt, I have found nothing to 
laugh at, in your deſcription of your in- 
trigue with the Engliſnẽwoman: my ſoul 
? 1s 
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is ſtill in Fuſſion from it. I did not know 
before, that the good old lady had given 
you on her death- bed the nuptial bleſſing. 
Certainly the circumſtance is nothing leſs 
than jocoſe; but it is edifying, and that's 
better. 

There's an end of the matter, all's over, 
and you are bound to your iſland princeſs 
for life : no doubt, with ſuch an aſſiſtant 
you will be able to puſh your way with in. 
finite alacrity. I am willing to believe, 
that the mother and daug liter. did not 
combine to practiſe upon your youth and 
inexperience; I am willing to believe, 
(for I am naturally a good foul, with the 
credulity of an infant) that they did not 
play the farce of virtue in diſtreſs, and 
make that ſhew of honour,: and heroiſm, 
which you ſo fooliſſily deſcribe to facinate 
you with the greater ſecurity; neither 


will I examine how far ſuch an extraordi- 


nary connection may injure. your advance- 
ment, and cover you with indelible rid 
cule. What is ridicule, when it is recom- 
_ by the pleaſures of the heart? 
What 
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What- ſignifies diſtinctions or fortune to a 
man who poſſeſſes, about a league from 
Paris, a foreign beauty, who has neither 
relations nor friends, and forgets herſelf 
with him in a new Eden which their own 
hands have planted? 

It is really a delightful manner of life; 
an abſolute reſurrection of the golden age; 
and was I fool enough to endeavour to turn 
your attention upon a little inſignificant 
marchioneſs ? What, in conſequence, 
could ſhe have to oppoſe to the charms of 
a Mademoiſelle Hamilton ? A mere gad- 
about, of whom all the world talks, who 
is well received at court, adored in Paris, 
run after by our moſt faſhionable young 
men, and is, in ſhort, in the bloom of 
youth and beauty, and the height of re- 
putation, or more properly idolization. 
What horror! who could take up with 
ſuch a miſtreſs? Nobody in your happy 
cireumſtances moſt certainly; and far be it 
from me any more to propoſe her to you; 
bury yourſelf alive with your new Eloi/a ; 
ſee no one but her; value no one but her; 

Vol. I. E ſpin 


4 DELICATE CRIMES. 


ſpin paſtorals, and deſpiſe all the world can 
ſay. Lour family may exclaima little, but 
no matter; you can take refuge in your 
garden, barricade yourſelf there with 
your angel, and defy the univerſe. 

A pretty thing indeed, if relations ſhall 
pretend to contradict our inclinations, and 
force from the innocence of rural life two 
young hearts that ſeem to have beef born 
for it! I lay a wager the Chevalier de 
Gerac encourages you, with all his might, 
in your laudable diſpoſitions. And now I 
talk of him, let me tell you that ſame 
Chevalier appears to be one or other of 
the moſt impertinent little pedants that I 
have any where met with. I know not 
what perverſe wind blows amongſt thoſe 
flender gentry, who from the bottom of 
their Gothic caſtles come to plague us with 
qualities yet more Gothic, The cloud of 
thoſe ſort of people that has lately appeared 
is really an eruption, and I can compare 
it to nothing but thoſe blaſts that now and 
then arrive from the north to darken our 
horizon. You will, no doubt, think me | 


very 
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-AN very bold for telling you ſo plainly my 
but ſentiments of a perſon you have taken by 
dur the hand; but not preſuming to conteſt 
ath the propriety of your love, I fancy I have 
the right to criticiſe your friendſhip, ._ _ 
nal But you will tell me this friend of. yours 
and has virtues ! ſay rather vulgar prejudices; . 
WO which we always find ſticking to the reſt 
n of the provinces, and a low education. 
de His virtues ariſe from nothing, prove no- 
ut, thing, lead to nothing; with ſuch virtues, 
wi we go back inſtead of forward. They 
ame ſerve only to make garriſon pedagogues, 
of and at length old mutilated captains, who. 
at I after having loſt legs and arms, without the 


not court knowing any thing of the matter, 
wie By retire to their native cottages, to play the. ; 
n of old ſoldier againſt ſome. poor devil of a cu- 
vith rate, who. curſes them living, and inters 
d of them with pleaſure but of this too much. 
red Certainly, my dear count, you are per- 
are fectly the maſter of your own conduct; 
and and zeal ought not to degenerate into ty- 
our ranny; mine, therefore, ſubmits to cir- 
me cumſtances. os 
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Fown I imagined I faw in you the moſt 
happy diſpoſition to make a figure; to be- 
come a point of view in the great world, 
and turn the frivolity of a faſhionable cha. 
racter to account, in advancing the ſucceſs 
of the higheſt pretenſions. I fancy'd 
above all, that you were maſter of that 
ſort of wit which atchieves conqueſts 
among the women; frets them, gfieves 
them, makes them wild and tame by 
turns; and that, ſulzecting them all to 
one Daene plan, you would turn your 
intrigues to the profit of your ambition, 
and free your fortune by tlie variety of 
your pleaſures ; but I ſee the old contman- 
der judged truer. of you than I. The 
other day, in the Tuilleries, he aſſerted, 
that you were unequal to a certain flight ; 
I told him that I had almoſt brought you 
to a footing with Madame de Syrce ; he 
offered to lay me a wager againſt your 
ſucceſs ; I took him at his word; I have 
loſt a hundred louis; however I otly re. 


gret my opinion. 


But 
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But you cry, Madame de Syrce eſcap- 
ed me, and for that reaſon you ought not 
to undertake her. Excellent logic! if you 
were in a humour to hear reaſon, I would 
anſwer you, that the thing is by ſo much 
the more feaſible for you, as it was diffi. 
cult for me. 

Women, my good friend, 9 no ſu- 
pernumerary ſtrength; and when they 
have been fatigued by a long and painful 
reſiſtance, there is juſt reaſon to believe 
they would not be proof againſt a ſecond 
attack; beſides, what conſequence is to 
be drawn from a caprice ? Would not one 
ſuppoſe, that with Madame de Syrce the 
rigors of the evening were to decide her 
behaviour next morning? And why with 
her, more than the reſt of the ſex? If I 
had had two days more to throw away, 
you would not have had ſuch an objection 
to make me. Have you really then faith 
in the virtue of the marchioneſs ? I com- 
mitted a fault, I confeſs it ; I laid my plan 
too openly ; my celebrity put her on her 
guard, and it was the public ſhe was afraid 

E 3 | of. 
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of. Take away the ſcandal of the thing, 
and you will find no more cruel fair ones; 
every woman will be as complaiſant as 
you would have her ; they are never what 
vou call honeſt by inclination. 
In one word, I repeat it to you, the 
obſtacles that exiſted ro prevent my mak- 
ing a progreſs, were none of them againſt 
you. She might a long time have enter- 
tained a commerce with the Count de St. 
Albin, before the whiſperers of amorous 
| hiſtory would have taken hold of it. You 
were no notorious libertine, no figure 
pointed at as a ſeducer of women; but 
the time is paſt for thinking of thoſe things. 
The mother of Mademoiſelle Hamilton, 
from the center of her tomb would call 
to you to be faithful to her daughter, and 
the ghoſt of the old Briton, her ſpouſe, 
would come and ſhake the curtains at 
night, if you ceaſed a moment to be ſo. 
Adieu, my dear Count, I ſhall be always 
charmed to fee you, notwithſtanding your 
lamentable amours, and the veneration you 
are reſolved to force me to have for you. 
L E T. 
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LETTER x. 


From the Count de St. AL EIN, to the 
Duc de CLERMONT. 


hs are cruel, or you do not ſuffi. 
- ciently enter into all the embarraſſ- 
ments of my ſituation. Irony is only pro- 
per with thoſe who are in a ſtate of mind 


ſufficiently tranquil to anſwer it. Permit 
me to tell you, the tone you aſſume is nei- 
ther that of ſuperiority nor reaſon. The 


one ſeeks means to relieve us, the other 
furniſhes them. You do neither; and yet 


J had never more need of Gans and 
conſolation. 


I am angry * you, I cannot help 
ſaying ſo; Lou have led me into a ſnare, 
and there you leave me; nay, tis from 
the edge of the pit that you rally the man 


you have decoy'd into it; but for you I ne- 
ver ſhould have known Madame de Syrcè. 


I was happy in the woman T poſſeſs'd, and 
deſired no other. It was you that took 
E 4 the 
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the pains to paint that conqueſt to me, in 
colours, the greater part of which ſedu. 
ced my vanity, and of which ſome portion 
perhaps went to my heart. 
Is it poſſible | that you could not perceive 
it? all my letter ſpeaks the combat of a man 
of probity, who wreſtles againſt himſelf, 
takes his penitence for reſolutions, endea- 
vours to hide his weakneſs from his own 
obſervation, dwells on purpoſe upon the 
circumſtances that would render ſuch a 
weakneſs culpable, and applauds himſelf at 
leaſt, for meditating the ſacrifice of it. If 
I expatiated on ſach particulars as might 
{ſerve to render Hamilton moſt intereſting, 
it was to engage you on her fide, open 
your heart to her misfortunes, and find 
her a protector ; but you, inſtead of in- 
terpreting me as I expected, endeavour 
to fill me with injurious ſuſpicions againſt 
her, which'is an inſult to candor itſelf. 
Oh inexcuſeable caprice of men! we do 
juſtice to the object we ought to regard, 
we feel the force of our obligations, and 


yet we have the barbarous courage to 
break 
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break through them. From whence can 


proceed this eternal void of the heart? 
What is this everlaſting inquietude that 
nothing can fix? Attractive charms of 
change ! You promiſe happineſs, and are 
followed only by affliction. What tor- 
ments poiſon your pleaſures! but I will 
prevent them; I will accuſtom-myſelf to 


| ſee the marchioneſs with the eyes of in- 


difference, no longer to feel her diſdain, 
to laugh at her affected diſtractions ; in a 
word, to ſtifle a fancy in its birth, which 
may be changed into a paſſion by the force 
of obſtacles, the play of caprice, and the 
artful management of coquetry. 

Wich the ſagacity which I know you 
profeſs, I cannot imagine how you fail to 
take notice, that the marchioneſs has not 
the leaſt idea of me ; and that if I was fool 
enough to fall in love with her, ſhe would 


certainly make a joke of it; in four viſits 


at her houſe, perhaps I am admitted once; 
and during a cold converſation, which is 
at a ſtand every inſtant, her whole perſon 
has an air of conſtraint, and ſhe ſeems un- 

E 5 willing 
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willing even to look at me. If another 
man enters while I am there, immediately 
her gaiety revives; her eyes grow ani. 
mated z ſhe appears to have got rid of a 
burthen, and I give her ſo much pain, 
that all who come unlooked for, feem ſo 
many comforters. 

I am-not, however, ſorry for this ; it 
teaches me the better how to value the 
eharms of one who ought to be dearer to 
me; a heart frank and open, which was 
never  diſhonoured by artifice. And yet 
perhaps I may be unjuſt too; perhaps no 
art enters into the conduct of. Madame de 
Syreè. I cauſe her no ſenſations at all; 
the feigns nothing; Ithink her ſtudied, and 
the is natural. Here is the whole fecret 
of her conſtrained behaviour, her reſer ved 
diſcourſe, the rudeneſs ſne ſometimes treats 
me with; when J have not given her the 
leaſt offence. Happily the panchant ſhe has 
- inſpired me with is yet but equivocal, and 
may be eaſily extinguiſhed, My cafe would 
de bad indeed, was J in love with her in 

earneſt, | 5 
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But that is an idea J cannot endure. 
My poor tender Hamilton! what then 
would become of you]? of you that I for- 
ced from your quiet aſylum ! of you that 
knows, that defires to know, nobody but 
me! and who would accuſe yourſelf of a 
crime in daring to doubt my honour or my - 


love; what muſt your ſituation be? and 
what, in a little time, would be mine? 
Yes, be perſuaded, Monſieur le Duc, in 
Fpite of the bitterneſs of your ſarcaſms, 
the malignity of your inuendoes, and all 
the force of-your rhetoric, I rejoice in my 
perfect return to the woman whom I can- 


not forlake 1 the blackeſt eng 
tude. 

After this e let me add, that 
vou are not deceived, when you ſuppoſe 
the Chevalier de Gerac does his utmoſt to 
ſtrengthen ine in ſuch ſentiments.. An 


inflexible cenſor of every thing that is not 
Juſt, he is an ardent admirer of all that is 


ſo; and F ſhould think the fole title of my 


friend, ought to have been his ſhelter from 


the — abuſe you have indulg'd your- 
E 6 ſelf 
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ſelf in, againſt him. I ſhall not take the 
trouble to defend his birth: his family, 
without being illuſtrious, is ancient; it has 
furniſhed the State at all times with many 
brave gentlemen, who have ſhed their 
blood for their country ; and ſo-much the 
worſe for the Court, if ſuch ſervices re- 
main unrecompenſed. But that which it 
becomes me to defend, is his heart, his cha- 
rater, and my own choice. 

If Gerac has been negligent of dillinc- 
tions, it has been through his love of glo- 
ry. He was not born for a courtier, but 
he certainly poſſeſſes all the qualities ne- 
eeſſary to form a citizen; and if ever you 
become a little better acquainted with him, 
you will bluſh for having fo ill judged, 
and employed ſuch contemptuous terms in 
fpeaking of a man who is worthy of your 
regard as, well as mine; and who, by a 
noble diſintereſtedneſs, has + ome himſelf 
above protectors. by: 

Forgive the warmth of theſe api 
in favour of one you have afflicted, by at- 


tempting to _ a perſon he loves: 
| deteſted 


A 
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deteſted be the wretchiwho:ifoels:-notithe 
outrage offered to his friend! 


LETTER XI. 


From the Chevalier de GERA to the 


Count de Sr. ALBIN. 


AM extremely ſorry, my dear Count, 
that I was not at home, when you did 
me the honour to call on me: I was get- 
ting rid of ſome tireſome, but importunate 


viſits. At my return, they gave me your 


letter; I read it with infinite ſatisfaction. 
At length, then, you are What you ought 
to be: you have adopted the principles 
congenial to your nature, and from whence 
nothing can turn you, but a movement * 


reign to your heart. 

I am not at all acquainted with Madame 
de Syrce, and but very little with your 
charming Engliſhwoman ; but I know 
enough of the latter, to be convinced of 
her extraordinary merit; and in your eyes 


the ſhould have infinite. 


I cane 
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I cannot think her a common miſtreſs, 
to be left at pleaſure; and I foreſee the 
conſequence of this new amour; it will 
ſoon render you indifferent to her; her 
uneaſineſs at ſeeing herſelf ſlighted, will 
make her become irkſome to you; and the 
next ſtep will be, to abandon her intirely: 
her birth, her character, her conduct, the 
particularity of her ſituation with you, 
which precludes her from all rights, ſhould 
be her ſecurity againſt ſo hard a meaſure. 
Where a man of honour is bound to no- 
thing, when juitice is in the caſe, he thinks 
himſelf doubly obliged to pay all. Was 
Mademoiſelle Hamilton actually married 
to you, I don't know whether I ſhould fay 
ſo much upon this occaſion. A man often 
returns to a wife, after a range of debau- 
chery ; but ſeldom to a miſtreſs, when he 
has once left her. To the firſt there are 
many things to induce him, even putting 
conſcience and inclination out of the caſe; 
to the laſt, ge * on — 
ciples. 

But you micht tel me e chat 
* your 


— 
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your affair with the Marchioneſs was only 
deſigned for a gallantry; a word to figni- 
fy, the ſeduction of a woman without car- 
ing for her. In France, 'tis true, our ſex 
make little or no ſcruple of that cruelty; : 
they approach the other with reſpec, 
while they reſiſt, il treat them when they 
yield, and intoxicate only to diſgrace 
them. Oh ſhame! and could my Count 
de St. Albin make uſe of ſuch a term to 
imply ſuch an action? Far be from him 
that fatal power of contagion | 
For my own part, I know not how to 
reconcile it. Men would be happy, yet 
they begin by poiſoning the ſource of 
their felicity, Let us endeavour. to eſteem 
women, and we ſhall fee whether they 
will become eſtimable; at leaſt we have 
no right to condemn manners we encou- 


rage, and puniſh what we occaſion. When 
women. deceive us, and degrade them- 


felves, the fault is generally ours, and in 


Juſtice ſo ſhould be the infamy. 


I always deteſted your ſelf- entitled men 


of gallantry ; under the amenity of an a- 
greeable 
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greeable outſide, they hide a ſavage na- 
ture. Their ſouls are frozen, their un- 
derſtandings low; and without the conſe. 
quence they derive from their intrigues, 
they would be mere automata, covered 
with contempt and ridicule, and a weari- 
neſs of their being. Perhaps this picture 
may be a little too ſtrongly coloured; but 
it is not amiſs ſometimes to exaggerate, 
in order to make them plain; when the 
rock is ſufficiently marked, it is our own 
fault if we do not avoid it. 

You will probably think me ſtrangely 
moralizing for my age; and indeed that 
circumſtance conſidered, might, with any 
one elſe, rob my counſels of a little of | 
their weight; but you have too much 
ſenſe for me to fear ſuch an inconveniency 
with you. A Mentor of five- and- twenty 
may, for ought I ſee, be as uſeful as a pe- 
dagogue of ſixty ; nay, methinks the na- 
tural and early ſentiment of what is right, 
ſhould have more effect than the flow ac- 
quiſitions of experience, When old age 
inſtructs, we are at liberty to ſuppoſe that 

half 
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half its documents are dictated by the cha- 
grine of priyation ; it interdicts what it 
can no longer enjoy, and in that: caſe its 
rigor is but envy, 

Let young men then give advice, and 
eyen leſſons, if needful. In the efferve- 
ſcence of youth, if we are not honeſt 
through reaſon, we are generally ſo by 
inſtinct. The traces of innocence are un- 
defaced, We have not yet advanced far 
enough in life, to be hardened and corrup- 
ted by misfortune, The heart, fill a no- 
vice in thoſe calculations which wither 
and dry it up, being leſs limited to its own 
concerns, is more ready to expand itſelf. 
It loves, becauſe it hopes a return ; and 
the poiſoned fruits which years bring along 
with them, have not yet adulterated the 


purity of its impreſſions, =Age is the fea» 


ſon of wiſdom, youth that of virtue, 
Pardon this digreſſion; it came under 
my pen, and I never regret what ſenti - 
ment inſpires, though it may ſometimes 
have the air of pedantry. And now to 
return 
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return to the more immediate ſubje& of N v 
my letter, your two ladies. 10 5 W: 
Of Mademoiſelle Hamilton I have al. de 
ready ſaid ſufficient. She muſt not be un- ha 

. Kindly treated. She has given you her pe 
heart; ſhe has a right to yours. She has WM Þ: 
: truſted your honour, to which ſhe has ſa. ot 
erificed the opinion of the world; and to 


that world you muſt not abandon her, a 
"You have had time to prove the excel. ſy 
- lence of her diſpoſition : you are a man e 
of a penetration not to be impoſed upon: t 


you have often talked to me in rapture: 
of it; and ſince ſhe has loſt no part of her 
. charms, ſhe ſhould looſe no part of her 
| happineſs : for be aſſured, the ſtate of apa- 
thy in which ſhe has for ſome time left 
you, is more to be attributed to your 
fault than to hers. 102 
As to Madame de Syrce, ſhe has no 
claims upon you of any kind, and you 
ought not to find in her any attractions. 
Lou have met her by accident at different 
places; you have even been ſometimes a 
at her houſe; ſhe appeared agreeable to | 


| | LOB 3 
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you; your fancy took fire: 
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her ſelf. love 
was flattered, and her heart ſet you at 
defiance, This was all ſhe wanted; ſhe 
has no more to demand ; and ought to be 
perfectly well content with the lengths you 
have gone. But I muſt tell you, the parts 
of your letter which I leaſt like, are thoſe 
where you talk to me of this lady. You 
are never tired of her panegyric,' Unea- 
ſy leaſt I ſhould not ſee her with the ſame 
eyes you do, you have given me her pic- 
ture above twenty times. | 

I ſeldom follow public opinion; but you 
cannot be ignorant that it is by no means 
favourable to the marchioneſs. She 1s 
generally thought giddy, diſſipated; ſhew- 


ing herſelf every where; intoxicated with 


her fine gueſts; and, in a word, given up. 
to imprudence, For myſelf I know no- 
thing, It is poſſible what I here repeat 
may be mere ſcandal ; neither are all theſe 
taults, however real, what” I would op- 


poſe to the gratification of your- deſires, 
were you at liberty, and reſolved to try 
your ſucceſs with her. 


But, 
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But, my dear Count, if the marchioneſ 
does not take care, her reign will be but 
of ſhort duration; her bloom will wear 
off, her figure may loſe its delicacy, her 
faults (if ſhe has them) will then no lon. 
ger be ſeen through a veil, and her un.] 
derſtanding will remain to puniſh them, 
Theſe ſorts of women, like flaſhes of lighte. 
ning, have an eclat too brilliant to be 
laſting ; and when once paſt, not a trace 
of it appears. But I think I imitate you, 
and ſhall never have done. Surely Ma. 
dame de Syrcè uſes ſome witchcraft to 
make people love to talk of her. 
T thank you a thouſand times for your o- 
bliging offers. But you know me. It is now 
four years ſince I have ſervedunder your or. 
ders; and, I believe, during that time you 
have not obſerved in me the ſmalleſt avidi- 
ty after rewards. I divide myſelf between 
the duties of my profeſſion, and thoſe ! 
owe my father, a reſpectable old man, who 
lives upon his eſtate, full of ſcars, above 
honours, unknown by the'Court, and ador- 
ed by his vaſſals. I have endeavoured to 
paoſſeſs 


Fa 
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poſſeſs myſelf of his principles. Till my 
oneſ BY cions ſpeak for me, I will not have dif. 
tintions to depoſe againſt me. I prefer 
the laborious patience of a man of courage, 

o the buſy lazineſs of the courtier. One 
as ſhame to cover, and ſtands in need of 
titles; the other wiſhes but for glory, and 
yaits the opportunity to acquire it. 

Adieu, my dear Count. Once more, 
ake care of yourſelf ; ſpeak a little leſs of 
Madame de Syrcè, be faithful to your 
Belle Angloiſe, and act in ſuch a manner, 
as that I ſhall have no occaſion to defend 


* 
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From the Viſcount de * * to the Dug 
de CLERMONT, 3 


OU are pleaſed to ſay ſo, my dear 
Duke; but take it from me, wien 

a man is tired, he is good for tiothing. 
Rome, with its indulgences and ceremo- 
nies, is one of the moſt diſagreeable pla- 
| ce 
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ces to live in that I know. My uncle, 
who is a warm politician, is a ſtill more 
zealous partiſan of religious rites ; ſo that 
I am forced to be devout two or three 
times a week, in my own defence, | I am 
a philoſopher ; I generalize my ideas, and 
ſee things in a certain licht that my vnck 
has no notion of, 

With regard to antique monuments, 
and curioſities of art, you will allow they 
are a cold ſpectacle for a man of my age, 
who is not mad after painted canvas, and 
no fonder of a marble woman, than a car. 
dinal would be of a page Ju Bronze, 
What are to me the allegories of Paul Ve. 
roneſe ; the transfiguration-of Luke, th: 
fall of the angels by Raphael? I believe 
confound—but no matter, one muſt always 
quote. I ſhould be glad to ſee you, who 
talk, reduced to admire the Aldobrandin: 
marian the e of * or Ban. 
dinelli. 

On the ſubject of ruins * 8 
beg you will permit me to be filent ; and 
N leſs ſhall I attempt to entertain you 

With 


e 
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with a deſcription of the theatres of this 
auguſt city, I prefer our little interludes, 
our elegant batlets, and our opera, ſuch as 
it is, a thouſand times beyond the tedious 
repreſentations they kill one with here. I 
am going to ſurpriſe you, perhaps, but I 
tell you ſeriouſly, what I like beſt in Rome 
are the whores and the Harlequins : theſe, 
my dear Duke, are the fruits of my obſer- 
vations. 8 | | 

Do not imagine, however, that I have 
wanted adventures, and thoſe even among 
the good company. The Italian ladies are 
courteous; they taſk me infinitely, and 
find me, above all things, very ſenſible, ' 
Their huſbands have the name of being 
dangerous, particularly for the indiſcreet. 
I have hitherto, notwithſtanding, eſcaped 
their vigilance; have had nothing to ſet- 
tle with them; that is to ſay, all my bu- 
ſmeſs has been with their wives. Theſe 
laſt are falſe as water; but they have ſoft 
ſkins, amorous. diſpoſitions; . and I: have 
found them to poſſeſs much candour dans 
la phyſique, po 16 ett 
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But a propos, I muſt tell you what has 
happened to me with the niiſtreſs of the 
houſe where we lodge ; who (as I fancy 
you will allow) has an admirable manner 
of exerciſing hoſpitality. 

This lady, whoſe huſband is my uncle's 
particular friend, is of a diſtinguiſhed fa. 


mily in Naples; and, true to her birth, 
ſhe alſo conducts herſelf: with all the diſ. 


tinction imaginable. She has an outward 
non chalance about her, which ſeems to be 
entirely her own, She lets all her words 
fall-half pronounced. Her breaſts, which 
are ravithing, are never reſtrained, but 
by a ribbon or two negligently tied, 
which are always ready to flip their 
knots upon occaſion.” Her eyes ſwim in 

a ſhining fluid, and bear a languiſhing ex- 
preſſion that invites. to every thing, with- 
out abſolutely promiſing it. Her ſlighteſt 
covering ſeems to be a weight for her; 
and all day, half entranced upon the cu- 


ſhion of a ſopha, ſhe throws her figure, 


by every little motion, into the a 
ducing attitudes, | | 
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Her perſon, and yet more her behaviour 
ſoon lighted in me the moſt violent deſires; 
but it appeared as if ſhe had not e 
enough to diſcover it, or the inclination 
to gratify them, I deſpaired of a favour- 
able concluſion ; and ſaw not in the looks 
of my idol any gleams of ſucceſs. Her 
huſband, jealous as his countrymen were 
a century or two ago, loves his wife to 


madneſs z but he loves pictures ſtill better. 


They were ſelling in his. neighbourhood 
the cabinet of a virtuoſo, He had pur- 
chaſed many pieces of the higheſt price, 
He would tranſport them himſelf from = 
place of ſale. | 

Scarce was * gone out (which he very 
ſeldom chuſes to do) when heard the ſlip- 


27 


pers of a woman upon the ſtairs that lead to 
my chamber. She ran up with incredible 
haſte. You may imagine I thought of no- 


thing leſs than my fair indolent ; but what 
was my ſurpriſe, when I ſaw her open 


my door, in her moſt luxurious difhabille ! 
Her neck was uncovered, her hair negli- | 


| =: hanging over one ſhoulder ; in 
I. + fine, 
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Is ſhe entered the room ; and throwing 
"Herſelf upon a ſort of ſetee, ſhe cried, 
With an air of Ingenuity, altogether 
charming, Eccoms ; il mio marito e four; 
di caſa ! 

You will lily ſuppoſe, that T put as 
much celerity in the fact, as ſhe had done 
naivete in the propoſal. Never did I 
meet a woman more ardent, more volup. 
tuous, more energetic in a fete a tete. 
We heard a noiſe, and I had ſome difficul- 
ty to ſnatch myſelf from her arms; but 
what charmed me moſt, was the prompti- 
tude with which ſhe reſumed her air of 
calm and languor. The Italian the moſt 
intelligent; would have been the dupe of 
it. Aye, aye, commend me to women for 
change of decoration. They have faces 
that whip off and on in an inſtant; and it 
is one of their attributes for which I ww 
the greateft veneration. 

l bleſſed my good fortune, wrapt — 
up in the contemplation of it, but could 
not conceive how it arrived. Our peace- 
able zmatore, who was returned, diſplay- 
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ed his pictures, ſought for the beſt light, 
and hung them up under the eyes of his 
dear help-mate, who all the time looked 
like one of Guido's e ſuch was her 
air of innocence. 

Preſently he {allied forth to o make a ſe. 
cond, voyage; directly Madone puts her- 
ſelf in rout, and arrives a ſecond time in 
my apartment. The i inviting eccomi ! was 
not forgotten. I took care how I com- 
plainꝰd of ſo ſudden a return; but at the 
ſame time, I endeavoured*to acquit myſelf 
in ſuch-a manner as I thought would ſet 
me free for the day. But not at all. The 


huſband makes a third voyage, and the la. 


dy a third viſit. | 
I now began to recover from my in- 
chantment. .. 1 wiſhed my amiable friend 
to have a little more moderation; and 
could not help begging of her, 10, thars 
me another eccomi, though her huſband 
ſhould again go abroad. She had ſome 
difficulty to comprehend. what I meant, 
and fell into a reverie, which otherwiſe 
would have given me no. unealineſs, I was 
| F 2 ſure 
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fre that I had not failed in any of the ef: 
fential requiſites ; and at length the left 
me to careſs her huſband, who felicitated 
himſelf before me, the ſame evening, above 
an hundred times, on having fo faithful a 
ſpouſe. 3 
Well, my dear Duke, what do you fay 
to this good fortune? Since the heat of 
our firſt rendevouz, the eccomis have been 
fewer, becauſe the excurſions of my hoſt 
have not been fo frequent; however, they 
come round from time to time, and I re- 
ſign myſelf, At preſent J am callous to 
the wifeꝰs allurements; it is no longer any 
thing but the confidence of the huſband 
that delights me; and I find more plea- 
ure in playing upon the credulity of the 
one, than enjoying + = the IIs of the 
other. 
| You ſee 1 have not Kidde your doc. 
trine, and that I extend the glory of 
France, as far as it depends on me, with 
my utmoſt vigour. I am, moreover, EX» 
ceedingly edified by all you” fay to me; 
The vengeance you exerciſe upon Ma- 
dame 
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dame de Syrc, is of a kind new and inge. 
nious. It is a feature that wants in the 
character of Lovelace; of which charac- 
ter, by the bye, though defective in one 
particular, the public ſay not half enough; 
it has always intereſted me extremely 
As for your Engliſhwoman, I feel as 
well as you, that it is abſolutely neceſſary 
you ſhould have her, let it coſt what it 
will. If ſpeedy means be not taken to 
prevent it, the fuburbs of Paris will be 
peopled with nothing but virtue in petti- 
coats; and by an infallible conſequence, 
the contagion will ſoon gain the center of 
the town. But who is this Count de St, 
Albin? He muſt certainly have ſome diſ- 
poſition to amiable iniquity, ſince you 
chuſe him for your avenger ; and if I was 
in his place, I think I would puniſh Ma- 
dame de Syrce cruelly. According to the 
picture you have given me of her, ſhe de- 


lerves no mercy. 


How I envy you ! You are at the foun- 
tain head of all the pleaſures, while I am 
4 melencholy exile in this holy land, 
F 3. | in 
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in the midſt of another Paleſtine, where! 
have not even the ſatisfaction of killing 
Saracens. You did not expect this bit of eru- 
dition, perhaps; but I am obliged to-my 
uncle for it, who often talks to me of the 
expedition of St. Louis, Richard the Firſt, 
and the noble maſſacres that were com- 
mitted in former times for the glory of the 
faith, and the ſalvation of mankind. - 

The good old gentleman is ers the 
ſame. In the morning he addles himſelf 
with diplomatic calculations. He dines, 
where he fits at table as long as he can, 
After dinner, and a flight doze in his el. 
bow-chair, he plays gravely at cheſs ; and 
though he conſtantly looſes, he n 
maintains, that it is not through the fault 
of his combinations. Play over, and di- 
geſtion completed, he begins to think of 
his ſoul, and goes to viſit the churches, 
Mercy on me, if I fall in his way during 
one of his fits of fervor ! The other day 
nothing would ſerve him, but I muſt watch 
his afternoon's nap. He pretends that at 
thoſe times many things eſcape from him 
15 £ which 
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which might be highly uſeful to govern. 
ment ; and he adviſes me to take notes of 
them, under the title of, The Polite Dreams 
of a French Gentleman. Such a book, ſays 
he, will be of great ſervice to all drea- 
mers that would reform adminiltration ;— 
but here am, without conſidering it, doat- 
ing as well as my uncle; and you have 
ſomething elſe to do than read my non- 
ſenſe, - 1 

Adieu, my dear Duke. I burn to inliſt 
myſelf and march under your banners. 


LE PF ERIE - 


From the Duc de CLERMONT, to the 
| Count de St. ALBIN, 


1 a thouſand years, Monſieur le Comte, 

I ſhould not have divined the degree 
of intereſt you take in the Chevalier de 
Gerac ; and nothing leſs thanjthe warmth 
with which you charge yourſelf with his 
apology, was neceſlary to open my eyes, 
I {incerely aſk your pardon for the indiſ- 
F 4 . _ creet 
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creet vehemence with which I inveighed 
againſt him; and I hope you will allow. 
my repentance to be a ſort of reparation, 
You are in the right of it ; that man will 
certainly become, one day or other, an 
excellent citizen; but, as you ſay yourſelf, 
I do not apprehend he is likely to arrive 
at thoſe leſs eminent qualifications neceſ- 
ſary to ſhine in courts : for the reſt we 
are in an age of miracles. But let us have 
done with your Pelades, and talk of other 
matters, 

You will ſee by this letter, that I am 
not ſo ſtrangely wedded to my own opi- 
nion as you thought me. As ardently as 
I formerly preſs'd you to purſue the con- 
queſt of Madam de Syrcz, I now exhort 
you to a quite contrary procedure. The 
moſt knowing eye is ſometimes deceived. 
Neither natural intelligence, nor the clue 
of experience, will always anſwer the 
fantaſticalneſis of events. I thought I 
could diſtinguiſh that the marchioneſs was 
not very far from having a flight tendre 
for ih and that was all we deſired ; we 

wanted 
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wanted no more ; that little opinion would 
havg brought us as far as we thought pro- 
per ; but I find you would be wrong to 
flatter yourſelf with any ſuch hopes. De. 
cypher women if you can: this is the 
fact. | | | 
In a cauſe which it is unneceſſary to 
name, the converſation lately fell npon the 
young men that are molt talked of. You | 
were named, Some of the women preſent 
(and thoſe connoiſſcures) maintained that 
you poſſeſſed all the requiſites to pleaſe, 
Madame de Syrce ſpitefully contradicted. 
them. She put a negative upon every thing 
that was ſaid in your favour. She found. 
fault with your humour, your perſon; nay, 
ſhe even criticiſed your face, which ſhe 
went ſo far as to call ſheepiſh, One of the 
aſſembly modeſtly inſinuated, that you were 
maſter of the art of ſeduction. Upon which 
your mercileſs antagoniſt burſt into a vio- 
lent roar of laughter, that diſconcerted the 
whole Areopagus, It was not her fault, if 
you had one tolerable quality left. In a 
word, I am aſſured ſhe began with diſdain, 
| F 5 and 
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and ended with downright malice. This, 
I take it, is a marked antipathy. But 
what will you have? the moſt amiable 
men are ofteneſt the objects of female exe· 
cration. : 

I thought it right to advertiſe you of 
a ſcene, in which you have been 'interelt- 
ed, and even engaged. All you have to 
do for the future, is to ſee Madame de 
Syrce no more. Forget her; and by a 
noble diſregard of it, puniſh her indecent 
extravagancies. It is true, ſhe is pretty; 
but that is not enough ; ſhe ſhould alſo be 
juſt, and not accuſe a man of being auk- 
ward and inſufficient, without having 
proofs that he is ſo. | 

Adieu, my * Count. 


LET 
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LETTER XIV. 


From the Count de ST. ALBIN to the 
| Chevalier de GERAc. 


Y dear Chevalier, I called at your 

lodgings this morning, but you 
were gone out. I wiſhed you had not 
been ſuch an early man. I wanted to find 
you. You would have ſeen me in a fine 
paſſion ; but I defy you to gueſs the rea- 
fon. - 

Madame de Syrce@—you know what I 
think—what J have ſaid to you of her; you 
. know with what enthuſiaſm I have always 
talk'd of her, even while I was reſolved to 
forget her. Well, this Madame de Syrce 
1 . is my moſt mortal enemy. She 
has declared herſelf againſt me, with a vi- 
rulence that has hardly an example. It 
is nothing to have been for ſome time the 
{port of her coquetry ; I am the object of 
her deriſion. She hates me; but why, I 
know not, What have T done, but praiſ- 
F 6 ed 
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ed her beauty, and on her account given 
myſelf up to the moſt painful diſtractions, 
of which you have been witneſs. She 
hates me, when, perhaps—but in the firſt 
place let me tell you, this is no vague con- 
jecture, it is a fact. 

Ina very numerous circle, ſhe took the 
party againſt me. All the good that was 
ſaid of me, ſhe denied; and made herſelf 
fo particular by the outrageous marks of 
her averſion, that it was taken notice of, 
and has been repeated. I ſhould not give 
credit to this, but the recital, (which at 
| leaſt would have appeared exaggerated) 
acquires evidence, when I reflect on her 
frozen looks, the dryneſs of our converſa- 
tions, and that kind of conſtraint which ſhe 
ſhews with nobody but me. 

I was half tempted to have ſatisfaction ; 
for all this; and make uſe of every wea- 
pon againſt her, which a man who knows 
the world can oppoſe to the pride of a 
coquet; but on cooler conſideration, I 
determine to command my temper. At 
firſt, 1 confeſs, on behaviour of the mar- 

chioneſs 
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chioneſs put me in a paſſion ; but I ſoon 
grew calm; and here I am, perfectly 
quiet, and perfectly cured. 

Nay, to tell you the truth, I am not 
ſorry that ſhe has herſelf taken the ban- 
dage from my eyes. Who knows, but 
that for this little incident, ſome other 
kind of uneaſmeſs might have continued 
in my mind about her, which in the end 


would have deſtroyed my peace. 


That is how no longer to be feared, I 
hear her name without emotion. My 
poor kind Hamilton reigns in a heart all 
her own; another image no more mixes 
itſelf there with hers. I wake no more 
with the remorſe of heſitating between 
two impreſſions, nor longer think of ra- 


viſhing my firſt affection from the ſole ob- 
| jet that deſerves it. Thus then Madame 


de Syrce ſhall triumph: her enmity ſhall 
have a free courſe, I will remain the 
ſilent victim of it, and ſacrifice to her even 
my vengeance. | 
Yet tell me ſincerely, Chevalier, do 
you think it would be much a crime, to 
| prove 
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prove to her, that I am not ſo entirely 
void of addreſs, as ſhe is pleaſed to ima. 
gine? to draw her by degrees tothe ne- 
ceſſity of a difavowal, and to acquire the 
right of being indiſcreet, in order to give 
afterwards the greater luſtre to my diſ- 
cretion? Would there be any injuſtice 
to Hamilton in puniſhing her rival? and 


to convince her, that I can be happy 


with her, without ceaſing towfollpw ano- 
ther? 2 

There is ſomething in the combination 
that pleaſes me, and I believe it innocent. 
What ſay you? Let your principles alone, 
and judge my poſitioft'without prevention. 
My head is, I know not how; a hundred 
ideas crowd my brain, and I am unable to 
fix: all I clearly can perceive is, that I 
no longer lgye Madame de Syrce, But 
what do I ſay? I never loved her. I de- 
ceived myſelf when I imagined I did ſo, 
and all my viſions vaniſh, 

Adieu, This is a ſtrange rambling let- 
ter. Come to me, or write to me. I 
cannot unravel the meaning of Madame 
| de 
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de Syredꝰs conduct. Own yourſelf that 
it is ſingular. What ought to be mine? 
" i | 


LETTER Xv. 


From the Chev. de GERA to the Count 
de ST. ALBIN. , 


0 AN it be poſſible? What! the prat- 

tle of a frivolous woman, or at leaſt 
one that paſſes for ſuch, turn your head, 
pique your ſenſibility, and excite your re- 
ſentment! Beſides, is it entirely certain 
that ſhe has talked of you as you have 
been told? have the reporters made no 


_ alteration in her diſcourſe ? And then, my 
dear Count, do you believe yourſelf more 


than other men, exempt from thoſe trif, 
fling mortifications? Women are free 
ſpeakers ; they may ſay what" they pleaſe ; 
it is our part to put a juſt value on it. 

After reading your letter, I might, if I 
would, ſuppoſe you abſolutely mad in love 
with the marchioneſs; but your heart is 


ney out of order, and I-rather chuſe to 
aſcribe 
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aſcribe the whole to an offended ſelf. love. 
You had a whim, it has not been ſatisfied ; 
at our age ſuch diſappointments are vexa- 
tious, and that vexation is a new triumph 
for the woman that baulks us. 

You aſk me, if I think it would be wrong 
in you to counterfeit a paſſion, in order to 
uſurp rights, and make yourſelf the maſter 
of conditions ? Yes, my dear Count, I do 

think it would be wrong, highly wrong; 
© eſpecially in you who are a man of nice 
feelings, and ought to blath to obtain by 
fraud what is due only to ſincerity. Quel-. 
tion your heart candidly, and abide by its 
anſwer ; I deſire no more; but, indeed, I 
find the Duc de Clermont in this project, 
and not you at all. Believe me, when- 
ever we pretend to be what we are not, 
we do not revenge, but puniſh ourſel es. 
For Heaven ſake, when a man is happy 
as you are, 'why meddle with thoſe little 
mtrigues which fatigue the heart, ftain it, 
rob it of that delicacy, that interior charm 
without which our enjoyments ceaſe to be 
pleaſures? Continue to poſſeſs quietly 
| what 
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what a rational love beſtows you, and do 
not worry yourſelf, by my for what it 
will not allow. 

Make no buſtle; ſee the marchioneſs» 
but ſeldomer than formerly; ſhew her no 
marks. either of ſorrow or anger, and con- 
duct yourſelf fo well, that ſhe may bluſh in 
comparing you. with thoſe to whom ſhe 
has given the preference. This is the on- 


ly revenge, the only triumph worthy of 


you. 4 
I fear not to diſpleaſe you, becauſe I © 
know the bottom of your charater—the 
friend of virtue, If through the eager- 
neſs of your temper you are ſometimes 
drawn from it, you are ready to return 
the moment you are called back. It is my 
office to be the warning voice, and it 1s 
with pleaſure I.acquit myſelf 2 it. 


LE T. 
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ARE TT ER AV: 
From the Count de ST. ALBIN to the 
Chevalier de GERA. 


* 

|| CANNOT get at the clue of Madame 

de Syrce's charadter. That woman 
makes me deſperate mad; and I am fatis- 
fied I ſhould do right in abſolutely forget. 
ting her. Urge it to me no more, my 
friend; I tell you I am convinced that 
would be the beſt way. But I muſt talk 
to you of her once more, for the laſt time; 
it is neceſſary you ſhould be acquainted 
with the incredible reception 7 gave me 
yeſterday, 

According to your advice, 1 had ſtifled 
all reſentment. My countenance was 
calm, my heart {till more ſo ; and in that 
peaceable diſpoſition I went to find her ; 
determined with myſelf not to give her 


the leaſt ſuſpicion that I thought I had 


any reaſon to complain. They told me 
ſhe was at her toilet, and could not be 
ſeen, 


— 
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ſeen, but that ſhe would ſoon be in her 
mother's apartment, who was at home, 
and received company. I went up, where 


I found Madame Sancerre alone, at her 
embroidery. This lady has the fire of 


the old Count, an eaſy politeneſs, a noble 
familiarity , and an excellent underſtand. 
ing; but ſhe has a face which my reſpect 
for her cannot prevent * —_ a little 
diſagreeable. 

She aſked me a great many queſtions; 
and taking ſome intereſt in me, though I 
knew not why, ſhe began to preach. Every 
thing ſhe ſaid was reaſonable; and J feel 
it ſo ; but notwithſtanding, never ſermon 
was ſo impatiently liſtened to. I expected 
a pretty woman, and no ſigns of her ap- 
peared, 

At laſt, at the end of an everlaſting 
hour, down. came Madame de Syrcè; 
handſome as an angel, and dreſſed with 
her greateſt elegance. She made ine a 
number of excuſes, full of concern, or 
rather embarraſſment. Spoke to me a few 
incoherent nothings; and, riſing in an 

inſtant 
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inſtant after, ſaid it was horrible to make | 


me wait ſo long, and ſhocking to leave me 
ſo ſoon; with which words, and a cold 
ſalute, ſhe made her exit, or, to ſpeak 
more properly, her eſcape. | 


Tell me, would you be eaſy in my | 


place? I never ſaw: her look half f. o di. 
vinely: her image has never quitted me 
fince. I would forget her. I had taken 
the reſolution; but how can L keep it? 
it will be, in all reſpects, better to revenge 
myſelf; and endeavour to recover her fa- 
vour, and pleaſe her at any rate. Leave 
me two hours with her mother, and ſcarce 
deign to recompence me with a moment's 
converſation.! She ſaid ſhe was going to 
the opera; but that was all a pretext ; for 
I ran after her there, and no where could 
ſee her: fo in what box could ſhe' myſte- 
riouſly place herſelf? You ſee all this is 
decilive. | | 

Would you believe it? as ſopn as ſhe 
ſet eyes on me ſhe bluſhed as red as ſcarlet; 
and, conſidering every thing, indeed I do 
not wonder at it. But though I cannot at 

| preſent 
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preſent develope the cauſe of her abhor. 
rence of me, I will find it out; that I am 


reſolved. You will think me extravagant, 


I know you will; and Fam fo; but hap. 
pily my folly has no danger in it, I am 
picqued, I allow ; but by Heavens! I aw 
not in love. I ſhould never forgive myſelf, 
was T capable of ſuch a weakneſs. But a 
man knows not what he may become; and 
it is to prevent ſuch a ridiculous-conſe. 
quence that I determine to put my pro- 
ject in execution, and be wicked in my 
turn. Your timorons confciences never 
ſucceed among the women. The Duc: 
de Clermont is a proof. He deceives 
them all, and they all run after him. -- 
But a propos of my friend the Duke. 
What is it you have done to him? not 
that he has ſaid any thing particular aboyt 
you ; but I am not ſatisfied with his. air 


| when I ſpeak of you. If you can come 


to me to-marrow morning, I ſhall ſtay at 
home on purpoſe 3 if not, don't fail to 
write to me; but take this along with 


you, you muſt give me no more advice: 
for 
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for that, the eas if Wer; and I am de. 
termined to follow my on head. "This 


üttle excurſion will prevent my going 


greater lengths. In a word, I muſt be. 
come half culpable, that I may unt * in. 


grely ſais; 


But, after all, * not dave de Src a 


Qrange woman? ? 


LETTER XVII. 


From che Chevalier de GERA to the 
Count or on en 


advice; and yet, believe me, my dear 


Count, you never ſtood: in greater need 


W 


of it. With what facility your imagina- 
tion takes fire! for, do not deceive your- 
ſelf, it is that which is affected, and the 
diſgrace will fall upon your heart. 

Lou are determined, then, to ſeduce, 


cheat, and corrupt your pleaſures in ad- 


vance, by making fal ſehood their prin- 
_ When we ſport with the misfor- 


tunes 
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tunes of two perſons at a time, we run 
1 the riſque of being very unfortunate in" , 5 
our turn; and we deſerve to be ſo. We 


think ourſelves only trifling, and we be- 

* come barbarous. One circumſtance draws 
on another; our feeling grows defective; 

* and the enjoyment of a moment poiſons a 
whole life. 

Only reflect a little upon the approach- 
ing ſituation of that unhappy young wo- 
man, Mademoiſelle Hamilton. Figure her 

1 to yourſelf, as it were, alone in nature, 


without parents, without protectors, filling 
| her gloomy retreat with ſighs and tears, 
M while nobody anſwers ; lamenting the dax 
ſhe firſt knew you, the day in which ſhe 


= firſt ſealed her confidence in your pro- 
| miſes by the weakneſs that undoes her: 
2 what ſhe has loſt will be continually before 

8 her eyes; ſhe will have every 3 

| afflict, and nothing to conſole her. 

_ your thoughts a moment, I ſay, upon this 

. I =*lancholy objeck: you will ſhudder, and 
5 thank the friend that has held it up to you. 

. Reje& not this image, diſagreeable as it 


may 
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may be; rather let it penetrate your 


* 


+ "heart, and re-warm, while it enlightens it, 
I will not, I cannot, I dare not, believe 
that you love the Marchionefſs de Syrct ; 


A ſwell of pride only carries you towards 


her; and to that tranſient motive you are 
to facrifice every thing. 

Where is the glory to ſubdue a coquet? 
and why take ſo much pains to conſummate 
a ſhameful treaſon? for I confeſs, if Ma: 
dame de Syreè is no other than ſhe is 
thought, ſhe is not worth the riſk of mas 
king you unjuſt and cruel : but if appear- 
ances wrong her, which may very pol: 
fibly be the caſe, what abſolution wilt you 
be able to adminiſter to yourſelf, for the 


he inous {in of ſeducing her? I know you; 
* 


J fee you after it, in all the torments, the 
horrors of the moſt 8 repen. 
tance. | 

+ Theſe p: pangs, my dear Count, are yet at 


| 2 diſtance-freas yen, and it is ll in your 


power to prevent their ever reaching you. 
Let not then my friendſhip diſguſt, while 
mou may make a wholefome ule of it: tho? 

ſtrict, 
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ſtrict, it is far from being ſevere; and at 
the ſame time that it is ready to rue 
your actions that may injure you, it is rea- 
dy to mourn your weakneſſes. My reaſon 
is all in my heart, and ought to have no- 
thing in it to frighten you. 

On the contrary, fear thoſe who talk to 
you in any other language than mine: fear 
thoſe, who abuſing exterior dignity, diſ- 
play the tolerations of cuſtom, and a ſpeci- 
ous but fatal jargon too much in uſe, to 
faſcinate thoſe already verging towards 
error, to turn into ridicule-the ties of con- 
ſcience and honour, and inſenſibly deſtroy 
in hearts form'd for probity, the precious 
inſtincts of nature. I ſhall be ſorry if you 
5 to find the likeneſs of this portrait. 

We ought to know our enemies. 

. Ak: alk” me what I have done to he 
duke: I have found him out. Through 
the vain decorations, and tinſel elegance 
of the courtier, I have diſcovered the man. 
There are a certain ſort of characters chat 


we puniſn in divining ; and the duke is of 
the number. I never meet him, but my 
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features aſſume, of themſelves, the ex. 
preſſion of contempt. It is a ſure and 
ſecret weapon, that mortifies him, and 
revenges me. Nor am I impoſed upon by 
his ſarcaſtic wit; which I take for the mak 
of inſignificancy. The firſt time I was in 
his company, he charged me with that fort 
of inſolent politeneſs, that marked his 
ſuperiority and my ſubordination ; but I 
received it ſo coldly, that I ſoon gained 
the advantage he wanted to take, and 
obliged him to deſcend to that equality 
he was endeavouring to deſtroy. The 
more I am willing to render to others, the 
leſs I would have them exact; and he ap- 
| peared to me altogether exacting: how- 

ever he is ſo little uſed to eſteem, that it 
is not ſurpriſing he ſhould be deſirous of 
homage ; but that is a thing I am never 
prodigal of; and I beg you will imitate 
my example. 

Though yet too young to be 5 
roughly maſter of the ways of men, I think 
T ſhould naturally diſtruſt thoſe, who 


degrade themſelves for ever with the ra- 
tional 
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tional part of their ſpecies, to acquire a 
falſe and tranſitory conſequence in the 
eyes of the libertine and fooliſh ; who 
affect fame in the obſcurity of petty in- 
trigues ; who think themſelves perſons of 
mighty conſequence, becauſe they are cited 
as great rakes, as heroes among the wo- 
men; whoſe curioſity, however, they ex- 
cite oftner than their paſſion, Is not this 
exactly your man of mode? in a word, 
your Duc de Clermont ? 

But you will tell me, he is a man of il- 
luſtrious birth. Very well; and that's 
all, What ſervice has he rendered the 
ſtate? What good has he done his country? 
Is he huſband, father, or citizen? Does 
he know or exerciſe the duties of a friend? 
To all theſe titles and reſpect he has no 
pretenſions; and while he walks his reſtleſs - 
wearineſs about ſociety, he calls it by the 
faſhionable name of diſſipation. Pardon, 
once more, my dear Count, if I continue 
the picture to its full length. It is ne- 
ceſſary you ſhould ſee the whole figure; 
and while I hold the pencil, friendſhip only 

G 2 directs 
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directs it, I find, with grief, that this 
man ſtrives to miſlead and corrupt you, 

Do you remember the letter you writ 
to me about a month ago? you there gave 
way to your natural propenſity : but how 
changed is your ſtile at preſent ! However, 
your heart cannot be changed; and it is 
to that I addreſs myſelf. I intreat you 
then, my friend, think of no new amours; 
you have already an amiable miſtreſs ; 
handſome, tender, ſenſible, and faithful, 
What would you deſire more? Variety 
cannot give it you. 

If your mind wants 3 turn 
it to worthy objects. You need but look 
about, to ſind a thoufand honourable ways 
of riſing into notice. Limit not your 
views to che narrow bounds of the capital. 
Be a man of the nation. Make your coun- 
trymen ſee what they may one day expect 
from you; and diftingniſh yourſelf from 
that miſerable crowd of nobility, whoſe 


_ enervate youth offers a ſickly ripeneſs, 


that never fails to end in early caducity ; 
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and deceiving the hopes of their fellow- 


citizens. 

To conelude, my dear Colonel: Let 

you and J unite for the intereſt of virtue. 
The flower of that divine enthuſiaſm be- 
gins to be extinguiſhed; the love of glory 
hardly any longer exiſts, Let us deter- 
mine to do nothing but for that; to reſiſt 
the prevailing torrent, and conſole the 
worthy and good, by the viſible ſucceſſes 
of our emulation, Of what prodigies are 
not two virtuous friends capable, when 
infpired by a great object! Their force 
augments by their union. If one of them 
feels a weakneſs, the: ſteadineſs of the 
other is always ready to encourage — 
ſupport him. 

Farewell. I write to you from the 
country ; where they ſent me your letter 
by an expreſs. I ſhall be obliged to con- 


tinue here two days; but will not fail to 


ſee you as ſoon as I return to town. 
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LETTER XVIII. 


From the Duc de CLERMONT to the 


Count de St. ALBIN. 


- 


HEN you were with me yeſterday, 
| I was under ſuch particular engage. 
ments to go out, that I could not ſtay to 
reaſon with you as I would, upon all the 
articles of your confidence; but I have 
fince had time for reflection, and that al. 
ways gives zeal an additional ſtrength, 

And ſo, my good Sir, you can feel then! 


you have till ſome quick to your -ſoul 


and, at length, our fair lady has touched 
it, I give you joy with all my heart, I 
do not examine whether you love the 
Marchioneſs or not ; that clauſe is by no 
means eſſential in our convention : the 
matter is, to have her, to make her an 
agreeable paſtime, and afterwards return 
her to the wave that brought her to you, 
Is not this what we mean ? 


Begin 
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Begin then, by adopting the idea of 
Madame de Syrce, that every one oughr 
to have. Get into no high-flown eſteem, 

There is nothing of which women are 
not capable ; and perhaps, if ſhe once 
caught you thereabouts, ſhe might take it 
into her head to be perverſe, merely to 
juſtify your ſentiments. Vanity works 
upon women a thouſand ways; and what 
would you not have to reproach yourſelf 
with, if, after dangling you about for 
years, now off, now, on, between hope 
and deſpair, ſhe ſhould, at length, conclude 
nothing, or yield with all the damping 
grimaces of modeſty? 

It is a general rule, if you han a good. 
opinion of a woman, never let her know 
it, While ſhe thinks her prudence held 
at a cheap rate, ſhe is at her eaſe, acts 
without conſtraint, and is not obliged. to 
a ſtout defence when the deciſive minute - 
approaches. She calculates thus: © In 
“granting, I loſe nothing, and I gain 
e time; the ſooner our connection is 


“formed, the ſooner I ſhall be at liberty 


2 
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te to break it, and form a new one.“ 1 
muſt alſo hint to you, that too much at. 
tendance and attention is by no means 
neceſlary. 

They are ill aequainted wich women 
who ſuppoſe they are to be fixed by the 
torpid langour of an humble ſubmiſſion, 
and the Platitudes of Madrigal: all that 
tires them. Contradiction, on the con- 
trary, awakens, aſtoniſhes, and by making 
them angry, puts them in heart. They 
are obliged to a man who animates their 
looks, by giving them the fire of impa- 
tience ; that ſpurs, their wit, by forcing it 
to diſpute ; and renders himfelf odious, 
ori purpoſe to be remembered by them: 
but 1 atiticipate ; let us go regularly to 
work ; and commence, by drawing you 
from a flate of diſcouragement. A noble 
eeuntenes is a pledge of ſucceſs. 

1 thought ſome time ago, as well as 
you, that the Marchioneſs had a fort of 
diſtaſte to you; but after a mature exami- 
nation of the matter, I begin to ſee it in 
another light. That which appears to us 
2 indif. 
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indifference, nay, antipathy, is nothing 
but- inclination 'in a maſk. I have met 
her ſeveral times fince you have had oc- 


caſion to complain of her: ſhe has an air 
of pre-occupation. I have ſurpriſed her 
in moments of reverie, which are not na- 


tural to her. What can make a woman 
thoughtful at her age? Her eyes, which 
were lively, are become languiſhing ; and 
you are certainly the cauſe of the meta- 
morphoſis. In fact, why does ſhe avoid 
you? and when ſhe cannot conveniently 
do ſo, why ſuch viſible embarraſſment and 
reſtraint ? She has only ſpoken ill of you, 

becauſe ſhe thinks too well. | 
I recolle& an objection which you made 
me ; and really there appears ſomething 
in it ſpecious. If ſhe is ſo light, ſo ac- 
ceſſible, ſay you, fo exerciſed in intrigue, 
why does ſhe treat me with ſuch diſtance, 
ſuch reſerve, ſuch ſeverity? She has the 
greater mind to you. You are young, 
admired ; you may be run away with from 
her in an inſtant, and ſhe would fix you 
laſt by coquetry. But you ſeriouſly think, 
G 5 perhaps, 
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perhaps, that ſhe is at the beginning of her 
firſt adventure. How I laugh at your 
innocence ! Child that you are, ſleep in 
quiet, and never let her virtue throw you 


into deſpair. She will. neither ſuffer you 


to languiſh in the expectation of enjoy. 
ment, nor the inſipidity of happineſs, my 


life for it. I tell you again and again, if 


T have not had her, it is only a cauſe put 


off to a longer day, It is a pleaſantry 


agreed between us. Twenty others are 
ready to depoſe in your favour, againſt 
your ridiculous fears. Let her alone: 


you ſhall no ſooner have brought things 
to a fair concluſion, than ſhe will be for 


the pleaſure of breaking. The Marchio- 


neſs is for Pindaric liberty ; ſhe will take 


you, but on condition that ſhe ſhall not 
keep you. It is only neceſſary that your 
connection ſhould be known in the world, 


that people ſhould be a little buſy about 


it, make it the ſubje@ of diſcourfe ; and 
when the affair has had its effect, ſhe will 


drop her curtſy, you ſlide your bow, 


and, both T_T off to your different 
| fades, 
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ſides, you will enroll her upon your liſt; 
your ſucceſſors will come to aſk inſtruc- 
tions of you ; you will tell all you know ; 
and ſo have perfectly ſatisfied every ns 
that decency requires, 

| Your amorous excurſion thus at an 8 
you will be again at liberty to return to 
your Engliſhwoman, ſince you cannot re- 


ſolve. to have done with her. Tis true, 


I haye hitherto chided you on her account; 
but I begin to be ſeriouſly affected with all 
you have told me about her ; and indeed 
I muſt be moved to the very. centre of my 
ſoul to approve. a tenderneſs ſo uncom- 
mon. You will then, I ſay, return to 
her, ſince the fates have ſo decreed ; and 
your heart, enlivened by a. ſhort tour of 
inconſtancy, will be more capable of taſt- 
ing all the poignancy of fidelity. 


There is but one difficulty preſents it. 


ſelf, I think you ought, out of pity to 
Hamilton, endeavour to- deſerve her, I 
lay, out of pity to her, as well as regard 
to your own eaſe; for I ſuppoſe you 
would like to avoid the tumult of re- 
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proathes ; the train of ſighs, tears, and 
the devil knows what; which, though 
upon theſe occaſions they coſt a woman 
little or nothing, are horrible to a man 
that deſires to keep his temper, But how 
is this to be done? I have been meditat. 
ing, and I think I have, at laſt, ſtumbled 
on an expedient. You ſhall introduce me 
to her; and I anſwer for the reſt. I will 
let all my own affairs ſtand till, in order 
to devote myſelf intirely to yours. The 
deſire to oblige, to ſerve you, will every 
day ſaggeſt to me ſome new reſource to 
divert the ſuſpicions of your. miſtreſs ; to 
amuſe her head, aſſure her heart, and 
keep her quiet while you are employed. 

I fancy you muſt perceive how eſſen. 
tially neceſſary it will be that you ſhould 
be ſerved this way by ſome one or other, 
who knows the female character, and has 
the art to make himſelf believed. I men- 
tion myſelf, merely becauſe I imagine no- 
body will enter fo heartily into your inte- 
reſt, or take the ſame pains to acquit him- 
ſelf of the taſk, You may depend upon 


it, 
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it, my viſits ſhall never be rendered mal a 
propos. In the mean time, do you go on; 
ſee Madame de Syrcè; don't flatter her 
too much; and ſometimes quarrel with 
her. The quarrel of one day never fails 
to give a zeſt to the meeting of the next. 
Be wild, frolic ; make ſhort viſits; ſay 
not a word that betrays a ſettled inten- 
tion, Seem always ready to flip through 
her fingers. The more at liberty you 
appear, the ſooner you will have her in 
chains, 

It would not be amiſs, perhaps, if you 
were to get acquainted with ſome pretty 
woman, of whom the Marchioneſs is not 
over fond, and affect to follow her. Theſe 
ſort of ſecrets are familiar to all the 
world; but ſometimes they fucceed. 
Thoſe that are leſs generally known ſhould 
be reſerved for the more important occa- 
lions. Why a pitched battle, when a 
kirmiſh only is neceſſary ? 

Adieu, Monſieur le Comte. Coolneſs 
and method is the word, 


LET 
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LETTER. ATX. 


From the Count de ST. ALBIN to the 
Chevalier de GEeRac. - 


"Y dear Chevalier, I was at home 
yeſterday when you called on me, 
but I was afraid to fee you. A ſecret 
impulſe made me get out of the way; and 
therefore my conſcience tells. me I had 
ſomething guilty about me. And yet, be. 
lieve me, I have ſaid to myſelf, on the 
ſubject of Hamilton, a thouſand. times 
more. than ever I heard from you. But 

that is my miſery ; I adhere to her, while 
I am. drawn towards another. - 

You will:tell me, no doubt, that the at- 
traction may be reſiſted; and I ſo far agree 
with you, that my paſſion for Madame de 
Syrce will, certainly evaporate with time; 
but, till then, it tyrannizes: not even 
ſleep allays its violence; my very dreams 


{ 

| 

i 

burn with her idea, Here is a woman ! 
regard; there one I adore, I grieve for t 
8 this; 
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this; I languiſh for that; and though I 


think myſelf unfortunate in loving Ha- 
milton no longer, I ſhould fee myſelf with 
tranſport in the arms of Madame de Syrcè. 
I am ſatisfied you may oppoſe a thou- 
ſand reaſons againſt me; but reaſon has 
nothing to do in the caſe. I know the 
woman I poſſeſs is endowed with all the 
good qualities imaginable ; but in what 
words ſhall J paint her rival? No words 
can do it. It is true, ſhe has the charac. 
ter of being inconſtant ; and that charac 
ter, in the preſent circumſtance, is de- 
ciſive. The Marchioneſs in making me 
happy, will oblige me to no ſacrifice. She 
herſelf will reſtore me to the arms from 
whence ſhe takes me. It is an error in 
her compoſition that ſhe cannot help; and 
I muſt ſubmit to it, whether J will or not. 
What harm will be done then? If, in- 
deed, ſhe was ſuſceptible of a laſting paſ- 
ſion but, with the darts of Love, it ſeems, 
the has alſo his wings. What can you anſwer 
to this? You ſee, if I change for a little 

time, it is only to be conſtant for ever. 
But, 
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But, my friend, it is out of your power 
to bring me back. Shall I confeſs it to 
you? I am gone too far. I had yeſter. 
day the imprudence to write to Madame 
de Syrcè, what I was no longer able to 
conceal from her. I have received no 
anſwer; and I am under the greateſt in- 
quietude. However, one thing is deter- 
mined; the worſe ſhe treats me, the more 
obſtinate ſhall be my purſuit of her. Spirit 
often carries us as great lengths as love. 
No doubt you muſt perceive, from the in- 
coherence of my ſtile, that I am under in- 
finite | agitation : tis true. I neither 
know. what I ſhall do, nor what I would 
have. I only think ſhe might have ho- 
noured my letter with an anſwer, though 
ever ſo ſhort. It might, perhaps, have 
vexed me; but her filence is inſupport- 
anne. + 


in the age of paſſions. Pity me then, 
Hamilton I will never forſake ; that de- 
pend upon. I will provide for her for- 


tune, ns tranquillity, But what do 1 


talk? 


Adieu, my dear friend. We are both 
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talk? I give my mind a new bent only 
to make it recoil with greater force to irs 
primitive poſition, a 


LETTER XX. 


From the Duc de CLERMONT to the 
Count de ST. ALBIN. 


A VERY pretty hing you dave done, 
truly, One cannot let you a mo- 


| ment out of ones fight, but you go aſtray. 


Were you mad with your ridiculous de- 
claration? It is a thouſand to one but it 
knocks up the whole affair, or puts it back 
for a century. We muſt hazard every 
thing with women, but declare nothing 
to them, except our purpoſe to break off, 
or an infidelity : then the declaration be. 
comes lively; and, made à propot, may 
afford a moment's diverſion. But I give 
you joy, Depend upon it, the Marchio- 
neſs now triumphs : ſhe defires no more; 
ike has you in her pocket-book ; and there 

| | you 
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you will remain among the dead, never to 
go farther. 

How often muſt I repeat to you, that a 
woman ſhould have granted us all, before 
we give her room even to ſuſpect ſhe is 
loved. Lou are civil to her; continue to 
get her as often as poſſible alone; throw 
into your looks a glance of deſire that 
cannot be miſtaken : ſhe perceives it, and 
falls into a reverie ; and then you rouze 
her out of it by one of thoſe coup declut, 
which does not leave them to think of a 
defence. Not that I would adviſe opening 
the ſiege with a ſtorm ; in ſuch petulance 
there would be ſomething ignoble. There 
are decent delays that ought to be allow- 
ed to the virtue of women of a certain 
character; or rather, to their imitations of 
virtue; for the ſex are admirable actreſſes; 
and, above all things, prodigioully jealous 
of introduQory ceremonials: but no man 
ever conducted himſelf like you. 
Pr'ythee, my wiſe: kinſman, what had 
you in your head when you took the pen 
in hand? Lou thought ſhe would anſwer 
WWE: you, 
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you. Well, and ſhe has not done it? 
No, to be ſure ; what anſwer could ſhe 
make you? You have ceaſed to be inte- 
reſting ; ſelf-love is no longer unquiet 
about you ; and the heart has nothing to 
ſay to you : but this is the conſequence of 
walking without your guide, and acting 
of your own head, I can think of but 
one way of repairing the evil, in caſe it is 
reparable ; and at any rate, I beg of you, 
write no more billet doux, 

The Sardinian Ambaſſador gives a Ball 
next Saturday. Madame de Syrce will in- 
fallibly be of the company, for ſhe never 
fails; and as Madame de Themines is aſk- 
ed, ſhe certainly will go too, This laſt 
muſt be uſeful to you. There is no hav- 
ing her ; but ſhe will ſerve the better for 
a ſnare to catch another. 

Madame de Thtmines at leaſt r the 
Marchioneſs in figure : but what need Þ 
deſcribe a woman you know ? She is one 
of thoſe ſtarched, factitious beings that is 
all honeſty and decorum; and enjoys, 
with a ſort of voluptuous pride, the repu- 

tation 
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tation of being inſenſible. Such a woman 
gains reſpect, and has generally a train 
after her, You ſhall be one in ye crowd, 

Take my advice. 

Appear as magnific ent as poli; ; ſtrive 
to look your beſt: we will try iſſue; and 
Madame de Syrc# ſhall go for nothing. I 
know it will make her furious. Have I 
not paſſed my whole life in playing upon 
the paſſions of women? We will correct 
this lady, then ; and teach her to anſwer 
a civil letter the next time a gentleman 
thinks proper to write her one. 


* 


LETTER XXI. 


From the Marchioneſs de Sx RE, to her 
Friend, Madame BREv AL. 


E has written to me, made an avowal 

of his ſentiments; and I have read 

his letter with a ſatisfaction mixed with 
terror. Ab! my friend, the moſt delicate 
love 


her 


wal 
read 
with 
cate 
love 


DELICATE CRIMES 145 


love can enjoy nothing ; but virtue has 
every thing to fear. 


Hitherto I have fought n my paſ- 


ſion, which, buried in the bottom of my 
heart, has not yet appeared to the eyes 
of him that gave it birth. Uncertain of 
a reciprocal regard, I had only myſelf to 
vanquiſh ; but now I muſt triumph over a 
more redoubtable enemy, We have 
courage to ſuffer in our own perſons ; 
but not to afflict what we love. As long 
as I thought the Count de St. Albin indif. 
ferent, whenever I ſaw him I affected a 
coldneſs that ſhielded me from his pene- 
tration. At preſent, that I know he feels 
what I feel myſelf, I can no longer pro- 
miſe to compoſe an exterior to deceive 
him. Alas ! if I am miſtreſs of my tongue, 
will not my looks hetray me? 

And why has he written to me? He 
knows the ties by which I am bound; he 
knows the duty of my ſtation; and he 
inſults me if he doubts a moment of my 
continuing to fulfil them. Think as I Way, 
I will act as I ought. Yes, my tender 

and 
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and eſteemed friend, tears may flow, and 
| ſighs may riſe ; but he ſhall be no wit- 
neſs of either, I will not have him to 
conſole me. A man beloved is a danger. 
ous comforter ; he heals with one hand, 
he wounds with the other ; and the very 


fuccour we receive plunges deeper ia the 


heart the poiſoned weapon we want to 
extract, | | 
But what inquiets me moſt, is, the opi- 
nion he muſt have of me. His letter is 
more expreſſive of ardor than ſenſibility ; 
it is more lively than touching: it is ra- 
ther the blaze of an inflamed fancy than 
the ſoft emanation of a heart that ſeeks to 
expand itſelf, If he has not the opinion 
of me I deſerve; if he has been carried 
away by the ſcandalous reports of jealous 
women, which ſome men, engaged in their 
intrigues, have been complaiſant, or rather 
been malicious enough to repeat; if—ln 
ſhort, you cannot imagine how this reflection 
diſtracts me! What have I to do with his 
love, unleſs I have alſo his eſteem? I ex- 


pect that thoſe who are dear to me ſhould 
| com- 
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compenſate for the wrongs I ſuffer from 
ſociety. Is it poſſible, then, that the 
Count de St. Albin can regard me with 
the ſame eyes of an indifferent world! and 
that he has undertaken to pleaſe me, on a 
preſumption of the eaſineſs of the taſk ? It 
muſt be ſo ; and if it was not my duty ta 
avoid him, my pride tells me I ought to da 
it—if I can. . 

But, my dear friend, what will become 
of me? The firſt time J ſee him, how ſhall 
I look, how receive, how approach him? 
If he talks to me of his love, I ſhall die. 
I ſhall never be able to anſwer him; and 
I know not where to hide myſelf. 

Behold the woman who has had fo many 
amours laid to her charge; who, according 
to the annals of the good-natured world, 
has been engaged in ſo many gallant ad- 
ventures, ſhe trembles only at the ſight of 
a man, for whom ſhe has a weakneſs; the 
thought of him even terrifies her. She calls 
friendſhip to the aſſiſtance of reaſon; and 
reproaches herſelf with that paſſion, as a 


— 
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crime of which ſhe will never know any 
thing but the torments. 

I atteſt Heaven and you, that the ille. 
gitimate love which I now diſcover to you 
jn all its violence, is the firſt of the kind 
that ever occupied my heart. I gave that 
heart entire and unſtained to the man to 
whom it was lawfully due; and he never 
would have loſt it, had he not repulſed my 
tenderneſs, by diſorders which he did not 
even take the pains to hide from me, I 
ſhould: have been a faithful wife ; I will 
always be ſo : but why did not the Count 
reſpec that ſacred title, unleſs he thought 
I had abjured it? Yes, yes; I already hat 
myſelf as if I was guilty. 

To begin the hard ſtruggle of love 
againſt love, I have not anſwered the 
Count's letter: and yet perhaps that has 
not been ſo well done. An anſwer en- 
gages to nothing, and it is a civility. I 
my ſilence ſhould give him pain too What 
do you think? What ought I to do! 
But I won't be told. Anſwer me no- 
thing upon that article. 


LE. 
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LETTER XXII. 


"ROLL 2 SyYRCE to 1 Friend Ma- 
dame BREVAL. 


IEAVENs and earth! what a night! 
I know not where I am. The tu- 


mult is ſtill in my ears; and my mind 


was never ſo unquiet: yet, as I am, half 
dead with fatigue, I cannot prevail with 
myſelf to ly down, but muſt write to 
you. 5 1 2% 
Of the ball I can give you no account; 
for I have ſeen nothing there, except a 
woman that was prodigioully - followed, 
and ſeemed ridiculouſly to engage all the 
world. I defy you to gueſs who ſhe was. 
Madame de Themines, For my part, I 


could hardly believe my eyes; and ſhall 


never come out of my aſtoniſhment. Not 
but ſhe is handſome, has an elegance in 
her figure, and a great deal of wit; but 
then her character is ſo oppoſite to every 
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thing like what ſhe appeared laſt night, 
that really it puts one almoſt out of tem. 
Madame de Themines, you know, is a 
prude at two-and-twenty ; piques herſelf 
upon ſeverity of manners, and method in 
her conduct. All that you will ſay i is, 
Very well. But the has forgot her prin. 
ciples. A nocturnal ball has turned her 
brain; and, indeed, the inſolence with 
which the appeared to enjoy the rout ſhe 
made, gave me but a ſorry opinion of her 
underſtanding. The Duc de Clermont 
never left her elbow; and the Count de 
St. Albin (would you believe it, after his 
letter?) the Count de St. Albin was at 
her fide all night. Nay, I thought he 
appeared more aſſiduous in his attendance 
chan any one elſe. He ſeveral times gave 
her his arm; led her, and danced with her. 
They were' Apfel after an alemande; 
which I thought extremely indecent, to 
ſet people a clapping ! Was it not, in fact, 
to mount the ſtage, and make themſelves 
| a ſhow 
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a ſhow for the public? But, live and learn: 
you ſee what the world is come to. 
You will, perhaps, be leſs ſurprized at 
the Count de St. Albin's eonduct, when 
you are informed, that he is in love with 
Madame de Themines. Don't imagine 
this a conjecture of mine, I aflure you 
it is fact. The Preſidente de Carnouille, 
(who, you know, has a general knowledge 
of all thoſe affairs that are going forward,) 
whiſpered me the ſecret. I heard it, I 
aſſure you, with a perfect ſang froid. But 
what a man muſt the Count be, to write 
to me as he has done! to be guilty of a 
falſehood he was determined ſo ſoon to 
diſcover ! What has been his deſign? It 
is certainly very ftrange treatment of me, 
How happy it is that I did not anſwer his 
letter ; he would certainly have made an 
ill uſe of any advantage I gave him. He 
my friend! he is not capable of it. Is not 
that your opinion? though his counte- 
nance ſpeaks fo much candour and pro- 
bity, and-is ſo dangerouſly e to 
inſpire confidence. 
H 2 Yet, 


1438 DELICATE CRIMES, 


: Yet, while I blame him, he may not, 
perhaps, be wholely unjuſtifiable. That 
odious Duc de Clermont, the moſt aban. 
doned of all men, was conſtantly in his 
company : and who knows but he may 
have acted by his example; nay, perhaps, 
by his advice. This I am convinced of, 
if the Duke ſuſpected I had the leaſt kind. 
neſs for the Count de St. Albin, he would 
have ſuggeſted ſuch a piece of manage. 
ment to him: nay, he would not have 
ſcrupled to engage the whole ball againſt 
me, merely to make himſelf ſport, TI of- 
ten catched his eyes turned upon me with 
a look that made' me uneaſy. But how 
ſhould he ſuſpect I think of the Count? 
I have never expoſed myſelf :: but then he 
is ſuch a monſter ! and yet many women 
think him agreeable. | 
- The beſt and only way will be to trouble 
myſelf about the Count no more. Deny 
him my door ; avoid meeting him ; for- 
get his very name; and leave an open 
field for the charms of Madame de The- 
mines. She is ſo much handſomer than I, 
| that 
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that it would be abſolute raſhneſs in me to 
conteſt a conqueſt with her. Yet, how 
can one hear with patience the prudence 
of ſuch a woman cried up? If you had 
but ſeen her laſt night, how ſhe ſnuiled 
the incenſe that was offered her, how ſhe 
provoked the men to homage! Good God! 
You know I am not apt to hate people ; 
yet really ſhe made me almoſt hate her, 

I thought at firſt of writing to the 
Count, to deſire an explanation of his 
conduct, and complain of the injurious 
manner in which he has treated me : but 
I have ſince conſidered, that will be better 
let alone. What I have ſeen is ſufficient 
to open my eyes, and ought to reſtore me 
to myſelf, Yet, if he was attached to 
another, I believe you will allow he 
ſhould not have endeavoured to perſuade 
me, 

But, pardon me, my friend; I ſee my 
ſecret uneaſineſs will eſcape, in ſpite of 
me: however, I am ſure you feel; ſo I 
know you will excuſe it, | 
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I embrace you a thouſand times, I am 
under ſuch dejection of ſpirits, that if you 
feel this letter wet with my tears, you 
mult not be ſurpriſed ; they have never 
ceaſed to flow ſince I fat down to write 
it, I received two of your letters yeſter. 
day. What comfort they gave me ! They 
paint your heart. But is it poſſible that 
your huſband would prevent your cor- 
reſponding with me? What unfortunate 
wretches we poor women are ? 

P. S. I ſhould have told you that the 
Count never ſpoke, or ſo much as came up 


to me the whole night; he only made me 


a diſtant bow : but for that I was not 
ſorry 3 


A BILLET 
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1 BIELET 


From the Count de ST. ALBIN, to the 
Due de CLERMONT. 


5 80 my dear Duke, what have you 
made me do? Madame de Syrcè will 
never forgive me. Heavens! how beau- 
tiful ſhe appeared ! What dignity without 
pride! What graces without affectation! 
Madame de Themines is handſome ; but 
how wide the difference! We cannot. 
find fault fault with the one; while we 
can never admire the other ſufficiently. 
And yet, I did not ſpeak to her; you 
forced me to deny her thoſe attentions, to 
which ſhe alone was entitled. I muſt 
own I do not underſtand your policy; 
and the Marchioneſs muſt think me the 
moſt contemptible of men. How often 
was I upon the point of eſcaping, to make 
her my excuſes? I burned to juſtify my- 
ſelf; and without you, (who, I knew not 


how, over-awed me), my heart was hers. 
H 4 N laſt 
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laſt night, in ſpite of all obligations elſe. 
where; and I would have told her ſo. 
T have written to Hamilton, and deſired 
leave to preſent you; but as yet I have 
had no anſwer. I am going to reſt, if 
reſt be compatible with the vation of 


my ſpirits, 


LETTER: XXIII. 


From Mademoiſelle HaM ILTON to the 
Gant de ST. ALBIN. 


To EY brought me a letter from you 
yeſterday; but what was a letter? 

Is that to recompenſe your | abſence? 
Twas you I expected; *twas you I de- 
fired. Tell me, how many years is it 
ſince-I have ſeen you? By my account, 
it ſhould be a vaſt number; and yet, per- 
haps, you will endeavour to perſuade me 
it is but a few days, Well, our appre- 
henſion conſlitntes the eſſence of all that 
affects us; and if days appear as years, are 
they 


elſe. 
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they not the ſame thing? However I re- 
gret, rather than accuſe you. | 
Will you believe me? For this week 
paſt I have not perceived that the ſun 
ſhone; The obſcurity has been frightful ; 
the cold inſupportable. I have ſhut my- 
ſelf up in my chamber with your letters, 
and your picture; and my harpſichord, 
my work, and reading, have intirely em- 
ployed me. Yet, why do I ſay intirely ? 


I have been a great deal employed in 


thinking upon you. Indeed, when is it I 
ceaſe to think of you? But, for this laſt 
week, had my mind loſt your image a mo- 
ment, I know not where my conſterna- 
tion would have ended, You have - uſed 
me too much to the ſight of you: it is 
become neceſſary almoſt to my exiſtence z 
and it is by your abſence and return I 
now count time, the ſeaſons : in ſhort, I 
have no perceptions but through you; 
haſte, then, to make me live again; for, 
till I ſee you, life is but another name for 
death. 
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Who is this Duke you want to intro- 
duce here? What have I to do with 
him? What would he have with me? I 
have an intereſt in but one man in the 
world: that man is you. You are my 
friend; and I deſire to ſee no other. You 
know I pay fmall regard to titles. I 
meaſure the ſtatue, not the pedeſtal. If I 
have any pride, it is only that of being loved 
by you. Beſides, I think I have heard of 
the Duc de Clermont; and, as well as 1 
remember, even thoſe that praiſed him 
gave me the deſcription of a frivolous and 
diſſipated character. 

How can you have the idea of bringing 

me ſuch an acquaintance? Diſpenſe, I 
| beſeech, with my receiving ſo difagree- 
able a viſit, If I muſt have the pain to 
think the folitude of this retreat no longer 
ſupportable to you; if my company alone 
cannot ſufficiently enliven it; rather 
ſearch for ſome prudent and agreeable 
perſon of my own ſex, who ſhall always 
be here to meet, and keep you from 
wearineſs, Ah! my friend, can I think 

| you 
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you tired of me? If you are ſo, for pity's 
ſake, be cautious how you let me know it 
open the dreadful ſecret to me by degrees; 
and, if poſſible, teach me, by the tender- 
neſs with which you ſhew me my misfor- 
tune, to ſupport it. 

Yet think not that I will live to be a bur-. 
den to you; no; the moment I am fatis- 
fied that I have ceaſed to make you hap- 
py, that moment ſhall determine the 
fate of my life. I am yours, while you 
are mine; but, mine no longer, an eter- 
nal barrier riſes between us.. Love and 


honour joined us; and our union ſhall 


not ſubſiſt an inſtant upon any other baſis. 
I ſhall eaſily find a retreat; none can be 
too gloomy to hide my ſorrow ;- and I 
will nouriſh it to death. Theſe are my 
intentions.. I hide nothing from you : I 
have nothing to hide. 

Remember that this is the firſt mark of 
inquietude and diftreſs you have ever 
perceived in me: and do you know from 


whence it proceeds? from the frequent 
H 6 inſtances 
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* inſtances of thought in which I have lately 


ſurprized you. 
Never be . melancholy ; enjoy all the 
gaieties proper to your age; but return, 


from time to time, to that tranquil felicity, 


which is no longer perfect when it has 
witneſſes or confidants. Oh! you, for 
whom I live; ſoul of my ſoul! why can 
I not paſs my life at your feet, by your 
fide, in your arms Continue to love 
me. You will never find one who ſo 
loves you 


K 1 L LET 


From the Due de CLERMONT, in 
anſwer to the Count de Sr. ALBIN. 


> Gs know nothing of the matter, I 
tell you; and I don't want that 


Madame de Syrcè ſhould pardon you. I 
will have her mad, jealous to deſperation; 
and you ſhall make your advantage of it, 


to turn her as you pleaſe, I will teach 


you how to faſcinate a woman; to trouble 
her 
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ber ſight by the vapours of ſelf-love, and 
come upon her unawares, under favour 
of the cloud you have yourſelf raiſed, In 
this climate, where warm conſtitutions are 
rare, women ſeldom yield, unleſs through 
anger- or vanity, or out of ſpite. In 
ſhort, they muſt be poſſeſſed with ſome 
fury or other in the head; and I never 
fail to provide them with one. I lay 
twenty louis the Marchioneſs has not ſlept 
a wink ſince we ſaw her; and you and 
the De Themines have the honour of the 
inſomnia. She thinks you, with that 
prude, at the eve of a capitulation ; and 


will go half way to the devil to keep you 


aſunder. Beſides, the De Thtmines ſhone 
laſt night, and will be talked of to-day ; 
which is a horror not to be ſuffered. 
Have a care of writing ; if you attempt 
that, you will loſe all the effects of the 
fineſt diſpoſition that ever was made; a 
diſpoſition which I reckon among my 
moſt celebrated manzuvres. With what 
art did I engage, laſt night, the old 
Preſidente, as an out-ſcout, to deceive 
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the enemy! and, in fine, how adroitly 
did I carry a conqueſt from a lady, which 
ſhe entered the ball with the idea. of hay. 
ing already gained. You muſt preſs your 
Augloiſe. There is an abſolute neceſſity 
for my being impowered to divert any 
ſtorm that may ariſe in that quarter. No 
matter for the plague; I will ſubmit to it. 
Courage! fellow -ſoldier, courage! Like 
an expert general, in the front, the flanks, 
the rear, I will be everywhere myſelf, 
and I dare engage we ſhall return from. 
our expedition covered with laurels.. 


ts A Þ WH 514. 
From the Marchioneſs de Synce, to the 
Count de ST. ALBIN. 


HAVE hitherto deferred anſwering 
your letter, Monſieur le Comte, be- 
cauſe I had nothing to ſay in return; 
but as I hear Madame de Themines finds 


your viſits by much too frequent at my 
25 houſe, 


the 


DELICATE CRIMES. 159 


houſe, Lat length determined to break 
the {ilence, in order to ſerve you both ; 
and I beg you to believe, that I readily 


facrifice the pleaſure of now and then ſee. 


ing you, to the tranquillity of a perſon, 
for whom you appear to have ſo great a 
regard as the lady in queſtion. a you ſee 
I am generous. 

And now my hand is in, let me profit of 
this opportunity to tell you, that I not 
only pardon the proteſtations you have 
been pleaſed to make me in your epiſtle, 
but the falſity of thoſe proteſtations : not 
but the laſt would moſt heinouſly offend 
me, (becauſe a proof of your flight opinion 
of me) if your opinions were capable of 
affecting me one way or other; but, 
thank Heaven ! I find reſources in my own 
breaſt to counterbalance the injuſtice of 
thoſe who are ſtrangers to me. And in- 
deed, ſuppoſing the Count de St. Albin 
had any weight with me; after what I 
have ſeen, what I have heard, nay, I may 
fay, after what I poſitively know, I ſhould 
only be glad to be undeceived ; and per- 

haps, 
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haps, regretting a premature judgment tog 
much in his favour, rather be ſorry for 
him, than myſelf. | 

And here let me add a piece of advice, 
in order to give a dignity to your paſſion: 
endeavour to render it leſs public. Your 
indefatigable aſſiduity in following the 
lady ; your eyes fixed on nobody but her; 
the expreſſion of hers; in a word, all 


proclaimed what ought to have been kept 
more ſecret for her glory, and, it may be, 


for yours.. 
It is not very long, 1 fancy, ſince the 
world began to talk of you and Madame 


de Themines, It is poſſible, however, that, 


being little apt to obſerve the actions of 


others, I may be miſtaken in the æra of your 


happineſs :- aud whatever its date, (a cir- 


cumſtance in which I am wholely uncon-. 


cerned) nobody can do. other than ap- 
plaud the ardor of your aſſiduity. Con- 
tinue it, Monſieur le Comte; continue 
it, by all means; you certainly can never 
be prodigal of your attentions to a more 
meritorious object. She has beauty, wit, 

and, 
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and, I am told, a moſt amiable temper, 
But how comes it, then, that the mortal 
ſhe has ſelected to make happy, can be 
capable of a. moment's diſtraction? that 
engaged by a woman who merits all his 
care, he ſnould endeavour to attract ano- 
ther, who certainly did not expect it; 
who never ſhowed him any ſigns of a fa- 
vourable diſpoſition; and whoſe pretend: 
ed coquetry was never at the ſmalleſt 
pains to draw him to ſuch a deſertion? 

believe you will find it a little difficult 
to juſtify yourſelf; and indeed, notwith- 
ſanding my pride, might find ſome ſatis- 
faction in your attempt. I diſpenſe with 
the juſtification: it would lay you under 
the neceſſity of a ſecond inſincerity; and 
I would not willingly expoſe myſelf to the 
hazard of loſing all eſteem for you. 


L E T. 
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LETTER Nu. 


From the Marchioneſs de SyRck to her 
Friend Madame BREVAI. 


HE affair at the ball has been con. 


firmed to me. A gentleman I ſaw 


yeſterday told me all the particulars of the 
intrigue. The Count de St. Albin loves 
Madame de Themines : but what will ap. 


pear incredible to you, the woman is jea. 


lous of me, jealous to a degree; and talks 
of me in ſuch terms. However, ſhe will 
talk no more, that's my comfort, 

I have written to the Count de St. Al. 
bin, and I am fure you will not blame me 
for it, I have forbid his viſits, and that 
you will ſay was but right; for why ſhould 
I be the obſtacle to another's happineſs? 
Let him love Madame de Themines; I 
dare ſwear I ſhall be eaſy about it in a lit- 
tle time: and till I am, I can weep with 


you. You muſt ſee that the Count is a 


miracle of falſehood ! but my great pain 


is, 


12 
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is, that while I regret I cannot deteſt him, 


Ah! my friend, the heart he has inſulted 


deſerves kinder treatment ! 

Had you beheld me yeſterday morning, 
while that cruel viſiter was relating me the 
hiſtory of their amour with all the inhu- 
man exactitude of an executioner, you 
could not have helped pitying me. I felt 
my colour come and go ; I could ſcarcely 
fetch my breath ; and a heavineſs gather- 
ed at my heart, He even ſeemed to take 
a malignant ſatisfaction in giving me pain. 


He dwelt upon every circumſtance ; and 


yet, I know not why, (for I aſked him 
nothing) he brought up the ſubje& him. 
ſelf, Is it poſſible that the whole world, 


without knowing it, ſhould be united 


againſt my peace? It looks very like it. 
But why, why ſhould I not be glad ta 
adopt, to embrace every thing capable of 
fortifying my reaſon ; every thing that 
can give me arms againſt a danger, of 


| which I cannot be too apprehenſive? The 


Count's behaviour has been, at once, 


atrocious and extravagant. It cannot be 
| | put 
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put in too ſtrong a light; it is impoſſible 
to aggravate it; and I ought to be inſpir. 
ed with horror for ſuch a man. Nay, it 
is my intereſt to think him culpable, though 
he ſhould not be ſo. But I know not how 
it is, my thoughts are no longer connect. 
ed; and I am unable to give a diſtinct ac. 
count of what paſſes within myſelf, Ter. 
ror, indignation, a gleam of hope, a re. 
pentance of that hope, the courage of my 
projects, the inconſequence of my reſolu- 
tions, all theſe torments aſſail my heart at 


once; but I will ſee the Count no more; 


of that be ſatisfied. | 

My letter is very cold; it is almoſt 
cruel; ſo cruel that if I had it in my pol- 
ſeſſion again I think I ſhould not ſend it. 
.. I Tam ſorry it is gone. Who can 
tell how far he may interpret it to my 
diſadvantage? But I am mad; I abbor 
myſelf! Let him interpret it as he will 
Gracious God, how I am to be pitied !— 
and yet I excite envy, and Madame de 
Themines is jealous of me! 


LE T. 


DELICATE CRIMES. 


"18 


LETTER XXVI. 


From the Count de ST. ALBIN to the 
Marchioneſs de SYRCE. 


HAT have I read? and is it you 
Madam? is it you that writ me 
the letter I have juſt received, in which I 
am condemned to the moſt inhuman of pu- 
niſments, and my ſentence is pronounced 
upon appearances ; which, though Iconfeſs 
them againſt me, ought not to be ſo cruel- 
ly interpreted ? You are determined then, 
to make me feel, in all its violence, the 
excruciating torture of loving in ſpite of 
myſelf ; of loving without hopes ; of be- 
ing the object of her contempt, whoſe 
good opinion alone I value. But be it ſo; 
I feel T am your ſlave, and load me with 
what calamities you will, I muſt continue 
my ſervitude. 
Yet let me preſume to toy; that the man 
you accuſe, the man you forbid your fight, 
* man who has been always odious to 


you, 
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you, is not unworthy of your eſteem, 
Hear me, I beſeech you, out of pity to a 
grief the ſincereſt that ever penetrate 
a heart. I neither love, nor ever loved 
Madame de Themines ; Jam not ſufficiently 
happy therefore to have a ſacrifice to of. 
fer you. If I followed her at the ball, it 
was a mere folly on my part; an accident 
which I know not how to explain. You, 
and only you I adore ; when I dared to 
tell you ſo, I was forced to it; I was un- 
able any longer to contain myſelf ; and 
perhaps that avowal would touch you, if 
you could read my thoughts---if you knew 
how they are at this moment diſtracted. 
vince my firſt letter, I have not had an 
inſtant's repoſe ; the paſſion that devours 
me cannot but render me unfortunate : but 
I repeat, I have not force to vanquiſh it, 


The contagion is in your lips, your eyes, | 


your motions; your diſcourſe, your ſilence 
inſpire it: you act at once upon the ima. 
gination, the underſtanding ; it is in vain 
to fly, it is impoſſible to eſcape you. An 
undefinable grace follows you everywhere, 


accom- 


Low 


. 
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accompanies you, mixes itſelf with all you 
do; and your ſlighteſt action is a ſnare laid 
for the liberty of thoſe that approach you. 
If you are thoughtful, we love your me- 


ently lancholy ; if you are gay, nothing ſo char. 
to of. ming; in fine, you have a thouſand me- 
all, it WF thods to pleaſe; all different, and all infal- 
1dent lible. Ceaſe then to think me falſe, ſince 
You, it is a crime I cannot be guilty of; ſhock 
ed to 


me not too much with your unkindneſs, 


e but lament me; for I am an 1 objet of com- 
; and paſſion. 
ou, if There are certain ſituations where even 
knew 


honeſty is a torment to the heart that che- 


d. riſhes it. Recall to your mind, Madam, 
ad an i the eagerneſs with which I firſt ſought 
vours you; in remembering my homage, you 
>: but will alſo remember your own diſdain, and 
iſh it. the bitterneſs with which you deelared 
eyes, WE yourſelf againſt me in a numerous compa- 
lence ny, who no doubt received the impreſ- 
ima. ſions you ſtrove to give them; for what, 
2 vail WY that you attempt, can be fruitleſs? You 
An vin remember this, I ay ; Madam, enjoy 
here, I dhe recollection, and by putting you in 
CCOM mind 
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mind of it, I procure a new ſatisfaction to 
your animolity. 

What have I done to deſerve your ha. 
tred? Allow me at leaſt to endeavour to 
deſtroy the diſadvantageous ideas you have 
conceived of me, ſince I am forbid your 
preſence. In pity, ſuffer me to write to 
you, I dare not expect to be anſwered ; 
but at leaſt I ſhall have the conſolation to 
tell you, to repeat to you, over and over 
again, that I am devoted to you, though 


no words can tell you how much. Believe 


in the oath of Love. Madame de The. 
mines never had the ſmalleſt right in my 
heart; and it is ſufficient to have known 
you, to ſhut out her and all the world for 
ever. 111 


LETTER XXVII. 


From the Marchioneſs de SyRct to her 
Friend Madame BREy AL. 


ET the univerſe be at the feet of 


*— Madame de Themines! I care not; 
| the 


her 
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the only man I ain anxious about, is not to 


be found there ; nor will he ever. The 
Count de St. Albin is innocent, How un- 
juſt then have I been, and you, who fall 
upon him with ſuch intolerable rancour ? 
te More timid than the Duke,” you fay, 
44 he has all his principles.” That is ab- 
ſolutely barbarous. What has he done to 
you? or did you mean to vex me? But, my 
dear, pardon me; I owe you acknowledg- 
ments, and I pay you with reproaches. 
J implored the aſſiſtance of your friendſhip, 
and I complain of its coming to my aid; 
thus I am always a contradiction with my- 
ſelf. But you will excuſe, I know you 
will, and not abandon me to the diſor- 
ders of a head totally wandering, and the 
emotions of a heart which threaten me 
with yet greater diſaſters, 

Yes, it is there the enemy is lodged ; 
it is there I feel his image not to be remo- 
ved, and it will remain there fixed for 
ever. 


continue, if you can, to talk againſt the 


Count; I give you leave; however, don't 


Vol. I. 1 think 


You ſce I am entirely loſt. But 
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think ill of him, becauſe he does not love 
Madame de Themines ;-that I am confident l 


of; and indeed when I conſider every f 
thing, it would be wonderful he ſhould, . 
Madame de Themines has features, I allow; : 
but then her beauty is moderate, and not 

of that kind to turn heads : beſides, the 8 
Count has ſworn to me that he never had - 
a thought of her: and he has that air of A 
integrity that forces belief. I cannot de. 7 
ny it, The ſtyle of his laft letter has 1 
affected me greatly. It ſo ſtrongly paints 7 
the painful ſtate of his mind, that all his 


troubles have paſſed into mine. 

Vet, perhaps, it would be leſs danger. 
ous for me, if I had ſtill ſomewhat to re. 
proach him with. I feel it would. He 
deſires leave to write to me. After my 
groundleſs ſuſpicions, ought I to afflic 
him by a refuſal, which I have reaſon to 
think would throw him into deſpair? 
Would you have me? for my part, I can 
determine nothing. Love. and prudence 
are hard to reconcile. My love gets the 
better of my reaſon, or rather my reaſon 


15 
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is gone. My duty fades in my eyes, or I 


ſee it through a cloud that almoſt hides it. 
You have loved, and will find your own 
ſituation retraced in mine. 

But how ſhould we not love ? Unhappy 
creatures ! thoſe to whom our parents de- 
liver us, tyrannize over, or abandon us. 


At firſt we eaſe our ſorrows with our 


tears; by little and little thoſe become leſs 
abundant, and at length ill treatment en- 
tirely ſtops their courſe. The heart en- 
dexvours to amuſe itſelf, by forming agree- 
able chimeras ; it ſeeks an object to re- 
aliſe them: the redoubtable form preſents 


itſelf; our trouble announces it; we fear, 


we fly, and meet it at every turn. Wea- 
ry with ineffectual ſtruggles, our terrors 
become weaker; we are even aſſiduous to 
get the better of them, and at the brink 
of the precipice we ſee on the flowers 
with which it is bordered, Alas! amidft 
the perils that ſurround, and the miſeries 
that overwhelm, what can become of us? 
We are generally more to be pitied than 
blamed, Our faults have almoſt always 
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their iſſue in our misfortunes. For my. 
ſelf, I have a fatal boding that tells me! 
ſhall be undone; that I am haſtening to 
deſtruction. In that caſe defend my me. 
mory, for I am ſure I ſhall not long out. 
ve it. 


P. S. I forgot to tell you one thing, 
Somebody has made the Count believe 
that I have moſt groſsly abuſed him. What 
vile people there are in the world! it 
would be frightful to let him remain in an 
opinion ſo falſe. He fancies alſo that ! 
hate him. Great God! I am under the 
neceſſity of writing to him. I will not 
tell him I love him; but there is no law 
obliges me, as I take it, to tell him he is 
the object of my averſion. 


LE T- 


Fr 
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LETTER XXVIII. 


From the Marchioneſs de SyYRcx to the 
Count de St. ALB1N. 


AM under a neceſſity to write to you. 
I am obliged to. juſtify myſelf from a 
calumny, and give a falſehood the lie, It 
is not true, Monſieur le Comte, be aſſured 
it is not, that in an aſſembly rail'd againſt 
you, Some one has impoſed upon you. 
You are credulous, and unjuſt to yourſelf; 
which I can hardly pardon, though I ſhall 
be more indulgent for what relates perſo- 
nally to me. | 
I ſee you are very far from being ac- 
quainted with my character. The world 
has given you a wrong impreſſion of it. 
Perhaps you ought not to have taken your 
impreſſion from the world. In fine, I am 
ambitious of your ſuffrage, and I am glad 
of an opportunity to tell you, that I hold 
calumny in abhorrence, and pity the ma- 
licions, Perſecution. has not ſour'd me. 
T1 I would 


174 DELICATE CRIMES. 


I would even ſpare abſent perſons, though 
they had offended me, I would commend 
them, if they had virtues ; I would com. 
mend them without pardoning them, I 
am even the friend to handſome women as 
much as I can ; and taking pleaſure to give 
praiſe to all, as far as they merit, you can 
hardly doubt of my teſtifying my approba. 
tion of you, 

But I forget to {peak to you of Madame 
de Themines, Explanations are never at 
an end, What will yon have? I gave 
credit to public report, and perhaps I had 
better ſtick there. However, you don't 
love her; you aſſure me of it. But when 
one ſinds one can deceive one's ſelf, one 
does not know how to believe any thing. 
Yet I cannot ſee why you ſhould be fo 
uneaſy. A ſuſpicion of your being in 
love, does not, that I can perceive, call 
your probity at all in queſtion, 

Your deſiring permiſſion to write to me, 
embarraſſes me ſtrangely. If I refuſe, on 
the footing we are at preſent, you will 
perſiſt in placing me on the roll of your 


enemies: 
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enemies: you will think me implacable, 
and ſay a thouſand hard things of me. 
Well, Monſieur le Comte, I am content 
to grant you a mark of my eſteem z and 
the ſtyle of your letters ſhall convince me 
whether you deſerve it, 


EE TT 


From the Count de Sr. AL IN to the 
Chevalier de GERA. 


AV dear Chevalier, your letters con- 
tradict, but your ſilence afflicts 
me. There's an end of it; I am enga- 
ged; I have writ to her, and ſhe has an- 
ſwered me. But what engagement, with 
an uneaſy mind? I am not content with 
myſelf. I aſpire to a happineſs I dread to 
poſſeſs ; and while I tremble leſt I ſhould 
fail, cannot think of my ſucceſs without 
a foretaſte of remorſe. 

I have received a letter from Hamilton, 
the moſt touching in the world. It made 
me ſad for a whole day. It even brought 
I 4 tears 
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tears into my eyes. But in grieving for 
her, I betray her. She is, however, far 
from harbour ing any ſuſpicion ; but I am 
convinced that if ever ſhe knows of the 
preſent affair, the world will not be able 
to prevent her leaving me; and I believe 
I ſhould not have fortitude to bear the 
loſs. She is unhappy without knowing it; 
yet, am not I more? Though, why ſo? if 
the pernicious paſſion that harraſſes me 
is only a tranſitory fancy, a wind that riſes 
to looſe itſelf in the air, and be no more 
ſeen? Madame de Syrce is, no doubt, 


ſuch as ſhe has been deſcribed to me; and 


in that cafe, as you have obſerved your. 
ſelf, her reign will be but ſhort ; and once 
at an end, Hamilton's will begin again, 


I wiſh you had ſeen the Marchioneſs at 


the laſt ball: ſhe eclipſed all the women 
round her. There appeared a majeſty in 
her charms, that I hardly imagined her 
capable of aſſuming. And what, thought 
IJ, am I reduced to defire? that fo deli- 
cate. a creature ſhould renounce honour 
and honeſty, and degrade herſelf by one of 
| © thoſe 
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thoſe fatal foibles, the ſhame of which is 


as laſting as its pleaſures are momentary, 
I thought thus with my ſelf—bluſhed—and 
continued to deſire. 

Oh madneſs of the human heart! un- 
conceivable contrariety! Pity your friend, 
and tell me, tell me, would you not in the 
{ame caſe be the ſame thing? Yes, you 
would, you muſt; and I exaggerate a 
fault which is not particular to me. Is 
it ſuch an enormous crime, to wiſh to en- 
joy the moſt lovely woman that ever 
Heaven formed? Were we not created 
for each other, intended ſo by nature ? 
Is not pleaſure the object of my age? and 
can I renounce it without inſulting hu- 
manity? We may find reaſons to oppoſe 
every thing, but cold reaſon is not vir- 
tue. | | 


—— — - 
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From the Chevalier de GERac to the 
Count de ST. ALBIN. 


OU ſigh, you bluſh, you are fad, you 
are diſtracted ; but of what ſervice 

are theſe warnings of a delicate ſenſation? 
and if they are not liſtened to by you, 


| where is the perſuaſive voice that can 


hope to be heard ? 

But the ſeaſon for counſels is paſt, and 
this is the time for friend{hip, whoſe office 
it is, to conſole the heart it is unable to 


relieve. I ſee you are preparing a great 


I 


deal of uneaſineſs for yourſelf; and I 
would willingly ſhare it, to leſſen what I 
am ſure you will feel, The effects of a 
virtuous education on a mind naturally 
good, are powerful ; and if we will not 
ſuffer it to operate for our happineſs, it 
never fails to turn to our miſery, It will 
not permit us to ſtray from the right road, 
without ſettings our error before us in 

the 


th 


tl 
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the moſt painful light; and though we 

may return, we never can rid ourſelves of 
— galling remembrance of * treſ- 
paſſed. 

There is another remark which I can- 
not help making, though I hope it will not 
hold good in your caſe, The habitual li- 
bertine generally comes out of his exceſ- 
ſes with leſs miſchief, than he who, new 
to vice, is not ſo expert in ill, and conſe- 
quently ſeldom extricates himſelf without 
occaſioning ſome conſequence more than 
ordinarily fatal. 


LETTER XXX. 


From the Duc de CLERMONT to the 
Count de ST. ALBIN. 


ELL, was I in the right or not? 

and has the ball failed of its effect: 
I was ſure ſhe would ſeribble to you. The 
way is now as ſmooth as a bowling-green ; 


_ are brought to a point ; and you 


I 6 have 
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have nothing to do but come to a conclu. 
ſion as ſoon as you can, without wearying 
one another with a tedious preliminary. 

However let me once more give you 
a caution not to be too prodigal of your 
letters. Of four that ſhe writes you, don't 
anſwer above one; and not too much pa. 
rade of ſentiment. Scold, pout, complain; 
and never fail to require a juſtification, 
Women are always weak, with the pen in 
hand; in writing, they let themſelves be 
carried away; give arms to the man that 
would attack them, grow familiar with 
the expreſſion of tender paſſions, and ſign 
their own PORT when * leaſt 
think of it. | 

The King goes to-morrow to Marli, 
where he ſtays a week. I am of the 
voyage, and ſhall attend the whole time J 
ſo I hope, at my return, to find every 
thing as it ought to be. Conſider, here 
are eight mortal days that I leave you to 
bring your affairs to an iſſue, according 
to all the rules of the moſt exact decency. 
After chat, we ſhall have nothing to do 
6434 but 
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but think of publication, which is more 
eſſential than may at firſt be imagined : 
but leave all to me. Vou are to be ſilent 
and diſcreet, and know nothing of the 


matter. 


But what! your Engliſhwoman will not 


receive me then? An inhuman vixen ! 


LETTER XXXT. 


From the Marchioneſs de Sy ROE, to the 


Count de Sr. ALBIN. 


HAT can you complain of? I have 
given you leave to write to me; 

nay, I have gone ſo far, as to promiſe to 
anſwer you; which, perhaps, is farther 
than I ought to have gone; and certainly, 
as far as I will go. I tell you then, you 
are unjuſt, very unjuſt; and injuſtice is 
revolting. Good. But now I recollect 
it, I have yet another ſubject of anger, 
and ſtill againſt you! How can thoſe 
things 
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things {lip ones memory? It is, then, as 
much through pride as reaſon that I am 
afraid of love. The bright idea! 'and 
how extremely favourable to my charac. 
ter! but let that paſs: it is a reproach; 
and 1 don't like to dwell upon reproaches. 

A dinner, a toilet (and that fame toilet 
is a very conſequential buſineſs) at pre- 
ſent call upon me; ſo that I have not 
time to ſay much. But know in general, 


* that I have principles the world are en- 


tirely ignorant of, and an exterior which 
muſt not be confided in. 

In the next place, I beg, -above all 
things, you will never tell me again that 
love embelliſhes beauty ; that it gives the 
eyes an expreſſion, a charm, a witchcraft ; 
for, in ſpite of ſo rare a diſcovery, my 
heart ſhall continue free; and if I was 
unfortunate enough to feel it otherwiſe 
but for a ſingle day, it is not ſuch feeble 
advantages would be ſufficient to make me 
amends. 

Lou aſk, if I tons davis 
ing? Lord! Yes. I have a horrible head- 
„ ach, 
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ach, an 1 cannot ftir out. BFefides, I want 
to ſcold you. I am not pleaſed with your 


letters; though I own them charming. 1 


am angry with them. Indeed, indeed, 
Monſieur le Comte, I muſt take you to 
taſk; or you muſt not wander ſo far from 
the tenor of our agreement. 


* 


LETTER XXIII. 


From the Marchioneſs de SyRcx, to the 
Count de Sr. ALBIN. | 


War a viſit did you make me yeſter- 

day! What flights! what extrava- 
gance! Do not imagine I ſhall eaſily for- 
get it? Youdare to fay you love me; but 
had I the weakneſs to believe ſo, (which, 
be affured, I have not) what ſhould I gain 
but the ſhame of it? 

You entertained me for near four hours 
upon my charms ; the deſires they creat- 
ed; upon the piquant of variety, and the 
plature of inconſtaney; and all that 

with 
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with a warmth as ill placed as your dif. 
courſe. | 

For Heaven's ſake, give me leave to aſk 
you, what have you ever obſerved in my 

conduct to authorize ſuch a rodomontade ? 
I received the avowal of your love with- 
out anger, but I believe with a ſufficient 
degree of coldneſs. One may be ſtrict to 
one's duty, without ill- humour or oſtenta- 
tion, I am miſtaken in its nature, or real 
virtue is mild; its enjoyments are interior, 
and its pleaſures ſecret. It is true, I have 
returned anſwers to ſome of your letters ; 
I tkought I might venture ſo far; and that 
ſuch a mark of my eſteem for you, would 
augment yours for me. 

The world judge unfav RET of me : 
I know it; and endeavour to content my- 
ſelf. Your ſex is vain ; mine envious : 
you never pardon refuſals; every woman 
would pleaſe alone; and when thoſe two 
motives of reſentment meet, they make a 
noiſe which affects weak brains. 

Such, it is true, compoſe the grand num- 


ber; there are, however, ſome couragious 


ſpirits 


„% „ }| wh He 
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ſpirits who follow their own bias, not the 
torrent; who take the pains to examine, 


believe only fats, and maintain their opi- 


nion. This is what I expected from you: 
but one is ſometimes too ſanguine ! 

Adieu, Monſieur le Comte: what infi- 
nite obligations ſhould I have to you, if I 
needed a preſervative againſt your ſingular 
paſſion ! Happily for me, indeed, I do not ; 
I ſay happily, becauſe that ſets n to 
my s. 


LETTER XXXIII. 


From the Count of Sr. ALB IR to the 
Marchioneſs de SYRCE, | 


PPRESS not an unfortunate man; 
who is already more miſerable than 

you can conceive, He has diſpleaſed you; 
the puniſhment-is in his heart: Could you 
have read what paſs'd there, during the 
converſation yeſterday, that fatal conver- 
ſation, which has ſo much irritated you 


againit me, you would have been convin- 
ced 
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eed how far I was from a deſign of offend. 
ing, 

I no longer knew what I was ſaying ; 
the charm of ſeeing you, of hearing you 
ſpeak, engroſſed all my ſenſes, and threw 
me into an intoxication I had never before 
experienced. I then ſaid, that the miſtreſs 
the moſt adored, would have every thing 
to fear, if ſhe had you for a rival ; and 
that change, which in love is always a 
crime, would ceaſe to be one if you were 
the cauſe and the object. What would 
you have me ſay? My fate is to idolize 
you, Neither your injuſtice nor your 
cruelty can make me love you leſs. 

Yet, if you knew all I have done to 
vanquiſh the aſcendant you have over me, 
you would feel ſome compaſſion. I ſhould 
inſpire you with more indulgence than 
anger. You would not, you could not, 
have writ me ſuch a letter. Unhappy as 
I am, your contempt was ſtill wanting to 
make me completely fo. Your contempt ! 
Oh Heavens! Yet, inſuſſerable as that 
| "4 may 
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may be, Madam, I prefer it to the doubt 


you ſeem to be in of my eſteem for you. 

ls it, then, really poſſible that you can 
entertain a ſuſpicion of my eſteem? of 
mine, who every day diſcover qualities 
in you that throw me into deſpair and mad- 
neſs, and make me ſee my torments with- 
out end! Would I had never beheld you ! 
I wiſh . . . but pardon the tranſports of 
love, of anguiſh, and remorſe, My trouble 
is extreme. Mix your ſighs with mine 


but let me not hear them; for if I knew a 


ſympathetic ſorrow only drew one from 
your breaſt, I could never anſwer for 1 
ſelf afterwards. 

Learn, Madam, a truth, which 1 


L ought rather to keep you in ignorance 
of. Your indifference is not ſufficient; I 


have need of your averſion, your deteſta- 
tion, to make me able to obey you, to help 
me to overcome the formidable deſires, 


the ardent paſſion, which you diſdain to 


authorize, 

Suffer me to wait upon you this even- 
ing. Deign to be witneſs of my repens. 
tance, 
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tance, My ſorrow will melt you, if you 
are not quite inſenſible, Fear not that I 
ſhall mention to you again my wretched 
love I will have the fortitude to ſuffer, 
to be ſilent, and ſubmit to you, as to thoſe 
celeſtial Intelligences whom we adore only 
in thought, 


A' BILLET 


From the Marchioneſs de Sv RE to the 
; Count de ST. ALBIN. 


ANSWERED your laſt letter, becauſe I 
thought it the fruit of repentance ; 

but I find it was only that of vexation, 
Well, vex yourſelf no more, I conjure 
you; drive all ſadneſs from your heart. 
Though you will have it, that I allow them 
nothing, nobody. is more ſenſible than I 
am to the vexations of my friends ; but is 
it not right to tell them the truth? And 
if I have ſometimes the courage to diſ- 
© . pleaſe, I have always the firmneſs to de- 
fend them. For example, I would maintain 
P2116 to 
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to all the world, and even againſt all the 
world, that the Count de St. Albin is one of 


the moſt reaſonable gentlemen living; and 
yet I might ſay the cantrary if I would, 


without having much to reproach myſelf 


with, on the ſide of veracity. But what 


was the matter with you yeſterday? Do 
you know that your melancholy left a 
cloud behind you? I ſhould be ſorry to 
impute it to myſelf, I ſhould be forry— 
becauſe: it would be out of my power to 
remove it. Once more, I earneſtly in- 
treat you, have nothing for me but friend- 
ſhip. You cannot imagine how much 'I 
ſhould ſuffer in being obliged to give you 
the leaſt uneaſineſs : yet I was not at the 
play laſt night, after all your ſollicitations, 
Was that well done of me? 
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ner 


From the Count de Sr. ALBIN to the 
Chevalier de GERAC. 


1 WENT yeſterday evening to Madame 
de Syreꝭ's, notwithſtanding all you had 
ſaid to me in the morning, Our conver. 
fation was the moſt intereſting we have 
had ſince the beginning of this unfortu. 
nate connection; and it all fell upon my 
heart. I never was ſo caſt down, ſo 
thoroughly out of ſpirits. She took notice 
of it ; and has gently reproached me in a 
note I have received from her to-day ; 
which has only ſerved to render me more 
deſponding. My dear and only friend, 
how powerful, how perſuaſive is friend- 
ſhip, when it uſes the language of virtue, 


without the ſeverity! It is done! yes, 


ſhould it kill me, (and I half wiſh it may). 
Jam reſolved to make the moſt cruel and 
Painful ſacrifice. Yet, couragious as 1 


feel my heart this moment, I tremble at 
the 


„% ta o6«& Hic5S co 


DELICATE CRIMES. age 


the effort I impoſe upon it. But man 
muſt ſuffer : I will do fo, and ſpare the 
tears of the two moſt deſerving of wo- 
men. I will be honeſt; and guided by 
the counſels of my friend, I go to put my- 
ſelf to the teſt, Adieu, 


LETTER XXXIV. 


From the Marchioneſs de SyRck to her 
Friend Madame BREvaL. 


HIS is the tenth day that I have not 
ſeen him. I am under a dejection 

of mind inconceivable; and, in a word, 
more dead than alive, Every thing ſeems 
to adminiſter to my pain, I go out to 
look for him; ſtay at home, to expect him; 
write to him every hour; and as ſoon as 
I have finiſhed my letters, burn them. Is 
there not ſuch a thing as being born under 
a malignant planet? He makes me fen» 
ſible of all degrees of grief. Far from 


being glad that I have him no longer to 


combat, his abſence kills me, I was afraid 
of 
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of him; he abandons me; and I find my. 
ſelf Aill weaker. 

Good God! if he has deceived me; if, 
after all, he ſhould have given his heart to 
Madame de Themines! I cannot bear 
the thought. The more ſecret my jea. 
louſy, the more it tears me. It turns all 
its fury againſt me. Is it then true, 
that he loves another? Oh! my friend, 
J have no room to doubt it. Ten days 
are paſt without my ſeeing him. I have 
been in every houſe where he and Ma- 
dame de Themines go, and have been able 
to find neither. They love then; they 
ſuffice each other; and are retired from 
the crowd to love better. 

The Count, no doubt, thought he might 


humour a whim for me ; and ſeeing that 


I gave an importance to his perfidy, which 
he did not give it himſelf, he has returned 
to the real object of his affections. Men 


are inhuman ! How did I offend him, but 


1 oppoſing to his pretended paſſion tlie 
ſeruples of an undebauched heart, free 


from 
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from the arts of coquetry? Surely he 
knows not the torments he gccafions me. 

My foul is inacceſſible to every thing 
but his image. My -moſt' precious days 
will elapſe in the langour of / a paſſion 
which concentres all my ideas, abſorbs 
my wiſhes, and will warm my-laſt ſigh, - 

It is thus I love, and thus we ought to 
love. I have it from you, my friend. 
Love is the diſgrace of the heart, when it 
is not the torment. Judge me then, 
Heavens! if exceſs be its excuſe, I n 
nothing to bluſh for. 

I renounce all the world, your friend. 
ſhip only excepted + into the arms of that 
I throw myſelf. There I pour my tears, 
repoſe my foibles, confide all the ſecrets 
of a heart, which, perhaps, I ought to 
wiſh all the world perfectly acquainted 
with. Adieu. Write to me; your-let- 
ters are tender, ſoothing: but will they 
cure me? never, I ſhould not | cheriſh 
them as I do, could they, alas! ſnatch me 
from my misfortune, | 
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From the Count de ST. ALB1N to the 
Chevalier de GzRac. 


EAR what I have done; applaud the 

intention; give me credit for the 
effort; and place the reſt to the account 
of fatality. 

You already know the rank I made 
the Marchioneſs; an avowal which I had 
afterwards ation to. believe I ought not 
to have hazarded. However, encouraged 
by the firſt falſe ſtep, and perhaps by ſome 
marks of a favourable diſpoſition towards 
me, which I fancied I perceived, I put 
every ſpring in motion, and ſhowed all the 
ardor, the activity, the flattering precipi- 
tation, which announces a paſſion in the 
height of its frenzy ; a paſſion that maſters 
us, and we would fatisfy even at the ex- 
pence of delicacy. 

I ſoon found, however, that this man- 
ner of proceeding gave offence. In ſhort, 

nothing 
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nothing is more certain than that Ma. 
dame de Syreè is by no means the woman 
ſhe is repreſented. Her letters, her con- 
verſation, breathe quite a different cha. 
rater, All her folly is in her head, mo- 
rality alone in her heart ; and it is from 
thence ſhe borrows the ſoft eloquence, 
the innocent ſeduction that forces us to 
love her. 

When I was convinced of this, judge 
of my ſurpriſe, my ſhame, and my re- 
morſe, I bluſhed at what I had done, at 
what I intended; and the more I diſco- 
vered the perfections of that inexplicable 
being, the ſtronger grew my reſolution to 
unwind myſelf from her. At length, after 
many fruitleſs attempts, which gave me 
infinite pain, I determined to go no more 
to her houſe; no more to write to her. 
I wanted to forget her; and I imagined I 
could do it. 1 

I redoubled my aſſiduity towards Ha- 
milton. I went to Autuiel. I never ſaw 
her more calm; never found her more 
tender. I ſtaid with her a week; and 

K 2 thought 
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thought myſelf happy. A thouſand times 
I had a mind to intruſt her with the weak. 
weakneſs of my late conduct, a thouſand 
times I had a ming to confeſs my fault; 
but the fear of making her uneaſy ſtill 
reſtrained me, It might have coſt her 
ſome tears ; and I ſaw her eyes ſparkling 
with joy. Why put a diſagreeable truth 
in the place of a pleaſing illuſion ; deſtroy 
an ignorance that makes a creature's feli- 
city? I could not do it. 

But ſee the inconſequence of man, ever 
in contradiction with himſelf! During 
this whole time, the idea of Madame de 
Syrce never left my mind. I had ſome of 
ber letters in my pocket-book. I with- 
drew, I know not how often, into the 
garden, to read and kiſs them. You will 
fay this was childiſh; but it was a childiſh- 
neſs that eaſed my heart. And yet, I was 
angry with myſelf for it; and then I re- 
turned melancholy and in diſorder to Ha- 
milton ; who took my ſighs as ſo many 
marks of tenderneſs, 


I re- 
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I returned to town yeſterday however, 


certain of my triumph. Your counſels, 
the beauty, the goodneſs of the woman 


J had left, all freſh in my memory. I made 
no doubt that they had had their effect; 
and felt a gaiety on the occaſion, to which. 
I had for ſome time been a ſtranger, In 
the evening, I went to ſup at our friend 
the Counteſs's ; but there, in an inſtant, 
my ſcene of enchantment ended.. 5 
The firſt object that met my eyes was 
Marchioneſs de Syrcè. To tell you 
how I was ſtruck. at the ſight of her, is im- 
poſſible. A trembling ſeized my whole 
frame ; my heart panted ; ſhe looked at 
me without any ſigns of anger; but I ſaw 
a ſhade of ſadneſs upon her features, which 
went to my ſoul. During ſupper, I en- 
deavoured to divert her from thoughtful. 
neſs ; but in vain. Going away, I led 
her to her coach. I attempted at ſome of 
thoſe excuſes, and half words that come 
from the heart. She made me no anſwer. 
I ventured to interpret her ſilence ; and 


bave juſt writ her a letter, the moſt paſ- 
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ſionate that ever was penned ; full of 
grief, and the tranſports of a love that 
knows no bounds, It is ſuch ſhe in- 
ſpires. ; 

But is it not then too exceſſive to be 
durable? That tenderneſs which I feel 
for the kind creature at Antueil is a habit 
of the ſoul; which, no doubt, will laſt 
much longer. By Heavens! it is the 
| moſt ardent of my wiſhes, Adieu. If 
you blame my conduct, my frankneſs, at 
leaſt, has a right to your eſteem. 


en 


From the Marchioneſs de SyRcx, to the 
Count de ST, ALBIN. 


HE warmth of expreſſions is not al- 
ways a.proof of the truth they con- 

vey. No, Monſieur le Comte, no; I 
believe nothing you tell me. But why 
at the pains to juſtify yourſelf? You 
neither owe me regrets nor excules, 
Your conduct appears quite natural. You 
promiſed 
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promiſed me to moderate your ardor ; and 
you have kept your word. I by no means 
complain. Perhaps, too, you have acted 
in obedience to Madame de Themines ; 
and I diſapprove nothing but your return 
to me. Don't deceive her; deceive no- 
body. Nothing is ſo ſhocking as deceit; 
and J ſhall not for the future receive your 
viſits, to avoid giving her uneaſineſs. 
You are not fo delicate; and if I had had 


the misfortune to poſſeſs too ſoft a heart, 


it appears that you would have had very 
little of that ſort of humane conſidera- 
tion for me. But with other women be 
more ingenuous. You ſhould know the 
heart you attack. Without that precau- 
tion, you may be worſe than. indiſcreet ;; 
you run-the riſque of being cruel. 
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From the Marchioneſs de SyRcx, to the | 
Count de ST. ALBIN. 


CANNOT tell why, your letter this 
morning brings greater conviction 
along with it, than the one of yeſterday, 
It is ſedater; and that may be a reaſon 
why it appears more true. I am tired 
of talking to you about Madame de The. 
mines, But the matter then is poſitively 
decided; and it is not the that baniſhes you | 
from your friends? you ſwear it; you beg 
me to believe it. But what will all that 
ſerve? You deſire to come here; you de. 
ſire it with a degree of inſtance. Well, 
Monſieur le Comte, I ſhall be at home 
at ſeven o'clock this evening. I mention 
that hour, becauſe I would give you ſuffi- 
cient time to make your viſits ; and 1 
believe you extremely occupied. 
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LETTER XXXVI 


From the Marchioneſs de SyRcEx, to the 
Count de Sr. ALBIN. 


OU ſay my letters never contain 
above four lines : comfort yourſelf; 
this ſhall be longer by at leaſt half a dozen. 
I could not anſwer you this morning; and 
ſooner or later, one muſt anſwer. I had 
a thouſand plagues : I had not ſufficient 
time to write as I would ; and perhaps 
there needs more for that than you ima- 
gine. N 
You complain of me, of my ſeverity, 
and of my reafon, Well. Yes, I am 
reaſonable; I rejoice at it; and I wiſh you 
could get over the folly of letting it vex 
you. But whether that reaſon, as you 
call it, be the work of reflection, or the 
conſequence of a cold conſtitution, I give 
myſelf no pain to examine. Satisfied with 
the effect, I am indifferent as to the cauſe, 
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I only demand quarter for my ſex. Do 
not conteſt with them the poſſibility of 
reſiſting what they like, vanquiſhing what 
they feel, and concealing what they ſuf. 
fer. Thoſe unjuſt creatures, men, who 
are unacquainted with the pain of ſelf. 
denial, to whom all is permitted, and in 
whom love is never a crime ; thoſe cruel 
men, I ſay, who make a buſineſs of deceit, 
are ſo accuſtomed to exaggerate their own 
ſentiments, that they are incapable of 
conceiving the violence we do ours. I am 
perſuaded, notwithſtanding, that many 
women ſhed tears that are never feen to 
flow, veil under a ſmiling outſide the moſt 
anxious troubles ; and impoſe laws upon 
themſelves, in ſpite of the mutiny of the 
paſſions that riſe againſt them, and the 
ſtubbornneſs of a heart that never ſubmits. 
Will you, then, yet deny us courage? It 
is really monſtrons ! 

But let me explain myſelf a little far- 
ther, though I am intirely diſintereſted in 
all this, and you will be much miſtaken, 
if you apply any part of it to me, What 

I have 
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I have ſaid here, is the reſult of our con- 
verſation yeſterday ; and the vague ideas 
of your letter this morning brought it 
again into my head : but, for God's fake, 
let us have done with the ſubject. I don't 
know why I have dwelt upon it ſo long; 
for it puts me out of humour ; and I ve- 
rily think I diſlike it as much as I did the 
tall gentleman we ſupped with laſt night. 
That man is an odious ape of the Duc 
de Clermont. He contradicts, pronoun- 
ces, decides, praiſes himſelf, and hoots 
every body elſe. You, perhaps, think he 
has a ſoul ; a ſoul! he! how he talks of 
women! I heard him tell you, that infi- 
delity was delicious, Indeed to deceive, 
betray, and deſtroy, (for thoſe three 
words are generally comprized in the 
other) may afford pleaſure to him; but 1 
hope not to you. However, I mult tell 
you, that while your oracle was giving 
out ſuch laudable maxims; while I yawn- 
ed, and no body elſe liſtened to him, I 
remarked you with a continual ſmile on 


your countenance. You never found 
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fault with a word he ſaid; and your ſilence 
had all the air of approbation. 

Mankind are one. Still ready to ſeduce 
us : too diſſipated to ſearch into the truth 
of our characters, they think they acquit 
themſelves by a falſe or intereſted homage, 
which they as eaſily put an end to as they 
offer. They think us agreeable ; ſo far 
they are indulgent. They fall at our feet : 
but how? as thoſe infidels who do not be- 
lieve in the Divinity, but when they have 
need of his aſſiſtance. Their adoration 
is momentary ; their ingratitude extreme, 
and their injuſtice never but delayed. We 
ought to fly them. Adieu, Monſieur le 
Comte. 

P. S. The length of my letter ſtartles 
me ; but, above all, the horrid things I 
have ſaid in it. You will certainly think 
me the moſt ſatirical creature breathing. 


Go, go; get you gone: you have really 


ſome acquaintance that give me but a poor 
opinion of your ſenſibility, 
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FEET TER LL 


From the Duc de CLERMONT to the 
Count de ST. ALEBIN. 


T HE voyage has been longer than T 
expected; but at laſt, here I am; 
and, the firſt thing I think of, is to inform 
myſelf of your progreſs, or rather tri. 
umph. | 
But what is the meaning of this? -I hear 
not the leaſt rumour, Is Paris ſtruck 
dumb? J have been every where, and no- 
thing any where but a dead ſilence. Sure. 
ly it cannot be that your adventure is not 
yet terminated? I fear you have been at 
your ſentimental trifling again; and if fo, 
all is gone to wreck. 

Yes, yes, own the truth ; Madame de 
Syrcè has found your weak ſide, and 
made you believe what ſhe pleaſed ; nay, 
perhaps, ſhe has carried the ſeduction ſo 
far as to perſuade you of her virtue : ſhe 
is capable of it. And you to give credit 

| to 
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to all ſhe could ſay ! She'll never be at reſt, 
if you don't take care, till ſhe. makes you 
in love with her; and that will be a pretty 
ſtory ! But IL am come to your aſſiſtance 
in time; and once more, I ſay, puſh for. 
ward ; your delicacies and ridiculous de- 
hys are good for nothing, but to loſe time 
that might be better employed. 
Why may not one boldly ſpeak out? 
Madame de Syrce has had all the world, 
except you. In my own concern, I had 
management for her; I was circumſpect ; 
but your danger intereſts me, and her 
artifice raiſes: my indignation, Pr'ythee, 
think of what you are about; your own 
reputation ought to be dearer to you than 
hers; and I would ſacrifice the honour of 
twenty women to ſave that of one ho- 
neſt man, I preſs you, becauſe I ſee you 
ſuffer yourſelf: to be made the dupe of a 
fly minx, who only wants to entrap you; 
and that you will infallibly become the 
laugh of the world, which I would pre- 
vent. To be laughed at, Monſieur le 
Comte, is never agreeable; but I. would 
have 
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have you avoid it as dangerous. There 
is but one ſtep from ridicule to con- 
tempt. 
And ſo Mademoiſelle Hamilton {till per- 
ſits obſtinately to refuſe me admittance ! 
Well, I am ſorry for it; though only on 
your account; however, it is a comfort to 
me, under my affliction, to ſee you in the 
way of becoming a falſe ſwain, and I beg 
you will make haſte for your own ſatis- 
faction as well as mine. | 
One thing let me particularly recom- 
mend to you, that as ſoon as you are 
happy, I may participate in the knowledge 
of it; it is even eſſential that I ſhould be 
inſtructed of the fact the moment it has 
happened. If I ſhould not be near you, 
my people will leave orders to diſpatch a 
courier with your letter, When one has 
a report of ſcandal te ſpread about, that 
relates to women, and has a ſolid fouſida. 
tion, it is impoſſible to be too diligent, 
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LETTER XXXVIII. 


From the Marchioneſs de Syxcz to her 
Friend Madame BRrevarL, 


OU know my mother is gone to her 
eſtate. It is the firſt time ſhe has 
left me in town behind her ; but I reſiſted 
all her perſuaſions under pretence of buſi- 
neſs, and ſhe gave way to me becauſe ſhe 


is good; and is ſo far from ſuſpecting the 


real motives of my refuſal to accompany 
her, that I believe there is nothing leſs 
than my own avowal that could engage her 
to believe them. 

The Count de St. Albin has kept me: 
but ſcarce was my mother departed, when 
I began to repent of my indiſcretion, and 
think of nothing but the danger to which 
I expoſed myſelf, Here I am alone; alone 
with my weakneſs and my love : my heart 
enjoys the ſituation, but my reaſon ap- 
prehends it the more. I am unquiet to a 


degree. I have no longer the example of 


my 
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my dear mothers virtue before my eyes, 
at once to awe and encourage me: in fine, 
I have no ſupport. I wept in Madame 
Sancere's arms when ſhe took her leave of 
| me. It was at that moment the hint that 
menaced me, ſtruck upon my imagination ; 
and who can tell but my tears were omi- 
nous! Perhaps my mother may never ſee 
me again innocent, 

Since ſhe has been abſent, the viſits of 
the Count are more frequent. I often fee 
him alone: he ſeems ſincere, and I adore 
him. Oh, my friend, whither ſhall Tfly ? 
I muſt fly to break the charm that fur- 
rounds me. Can I hope to vanquiſh what 
I love, when I feel no longer any thing 
but the wearineſs of reſiſtance? But my 
reſolution is taken, 

The Mareſchal de Plombieres, who is 
always in an ill ſtate of health, is at his 
charming ſeat near St, Germain. He is 
there almoſt alone, and I will go and keep 
him company. TI ſhall think of the Count 
with more pleaſure when I no longer 
dread him. The Mareſchal writes me 

words 
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word, that there are no women with him 
but his ſiſter, the ducheſs de Vivone. She 
never leaves him, I ſhall be quite at my 
liberty, I will write to you conſtantly; 
and, in the ſhades. of ſolitude, perhaps 
ſhall find arms againſt love, I intend to 
leave town the day after to-morrow, I 
tremble to mention it to the Count de St, 
Albin ; and I will ſo manage the matter, 
that he ſhall have no ſuſpicion of it till I 
am gone; otherwiſe he would fall on his 
knees ; I ſhould hear his complaints, his 
prayers; ſee him uneaſy, and * where 
I am, 


LETTER XXXIX. 


From the Count de ST. ALBIN to the 
Marchioneſs de SYRCE. 


OW, Madam! I ſaw you yeſterday. 
Your departure was reſolved, and 

you told me nothing of it. Had I offended 
you? Why then was it neceſlary to fly 
me: 


me? 
and 
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me? You wanted the calm of the country, 


and you reckon for nothing the agitation 


in which you leave me here! 

But what right have I to queſtion you? 
What right have I to complain? What 
have I to reproach you with, but your in- 
difference? But, on the other hand, what 
reproaches have you to make me? You 
accuſe me of being ill-humoured, paſſionate, 


little maſter of myſelf, and how ſhould 


one be otherwiſe than ill-humoured with 
you? Nothing perſuades, nothing can fix 
you; you run without cauſe ; though 
gentle, you are obſtinate ; and with the 
appearance of condeſcenſion to the will of 
others, you never do any thing but what 
you like yourſelf. All this, Madam, is 
true, and yet I adore you. Such is my 
deſtiny, and your aſcendant, Nay, I adore 
even your very faults; and were you to 
ſtrive to get the better of them, I think I 
ſhould hinder you if I could. 

I would fain, however, develope the 
myſtery of your journey into the country, 
which you thought proper to keep ſuch a 

ſecret 


M 
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ſecret. There was the cauſe then of tha 


wonderful conſtraint which appeared yeſ. \ 
terday in all your actions and diſcourſe. 
How I deteſt that embarraſſment which, 


when we are together, always ſo viſibly 
hangs on you, and ſtops upon your timo- 
rous lips the avowals which, perhaps, your 
heart would not condemn ! How I deteſt 
thoſe ſecret oppoſitions of a mind that 
preſents itſelf, and retires in the ſame in- 
ſtant! Believe me, prejudices are our ene- 


mies, our tyrants ; they empoiſon happi- 


neſs, they deſtroy pleaſure. I brave, I 


---. renounce them then, and follow only the 
natural tranſport, that burning and blind 


love, which puſhes back, with a fearleſs, 


hand, the ill. judged bars that a deluſive 
reaſon employs to controul our enjoy- 

ments, | 
Oh you! who poſſeſſing all the faculties 
of my ſoul, I love to diſtraction, while I 
madly complain of you, employ but half 
that force in favour of my paſſion which 
you ſo barbarouſly practice againſt it! Is 
it that you doubt my ſincerity? Doubt 
then 
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Then the exiſtence of life, or light, or any 
6 king the moſt common in nature. Yet I 
lead not my ſincerity as a merit. I feel 
Id, but I command nothing. When will 


{ances have you abandoned me! Your ab- 
ence perhaps but let it not be long; and 


ur 
lat you may grant my requeſt, forget i it 
MN is I who make it. LE * 2 
* | 


LETTER XL 


From the Marchioneſs de Syxcx to hey 
Friend Madame BREVAL. 


| BoASTED of what I could do, and yet 
no it is done, I find it nothing. In 
Wet, how is it poſſible that an abſence of 
þ few days ſhould ſhake a dear and vainly 
umbated paſſion? We fly a beloved ob- 
et, we meet him everywhere, and his 
mage is as dangerous as his preſence, 
I re-peruſe his letters; I recollect eve- 
word he has ever ſaid to me; nay, I 
| take 


ou return? How ſoon? In what circum- 
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take a ſecret pleaſure in pronouncing his 
name, which I often do by myſelf, or to 
myſelf, ſo low that nobody can hear me, 
Thus he is my chief company. This place 
notwithſtanding is delightful ; but in ſpite 
of all its charms, I ſeem to want every 
thing. In ſhort, I know not well what I 
would have; but my heart always looks 
towards Paris, 

I am extremely glad the count is not 
acquainted with the Mareſchal. I would 
not for the world he could come here. 
Oh, my friend, what ſhall I do? I ſought 


aretreat; I found it, and it increaſes my 


malady. I cannot deſcribe to you my ſitu- 
ation. Life itſelf grows a burden to me; 
it is a burden to me without the ſight of 
him who is my fate ; and yet it is impoſ- 
ſible to ſee him, and live. I feel it. I 
know it, Ruin hangs over my head. At 
ſome fatal inſtant my reſolution will fail 
me, and I ſhall be loſt, Has not the ex- 
ceſs of my folly yet deprived me of your 
eſteem? Are you ſtill the ſame tender, 

com- 
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Q bf c © +» 


DELICATE CRIMES. ang 


compaſſionate, forgiving friend? My heart 


tells me you are. 

He writes me ſuch letters, and then T 
am embarraſſed to anſwer them! T begin 
twenty times, and am never content. The 
fear of betraying myſelf, or afflicting him, 
all torments me, even to the exceſs of his 
love, Adieu. 


dren TER XII. 


F rom the Marchioneſs de SyRcE to the 
n de Sr. ALBIN. | 


1 SHALL not nee the motives of my 

departure, Monſieur le Comte, becauſe 
I cannot ſee what neceſſity there is be- 
tween us for an explanation upon that 
ſubject. I ſhall only repeat what J have 
already told you, that I have felt a deſire 
for quiet and country air; and I ſuppoſe 
every body is the beſt vag of what is 
e for them. 


I muſt 
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I muſt now thank you for your letters, 
which I do very ſincerely. They are my 
moſt agreeable entertainment here, to the 
exception of that ugly love they are full 
of, which I can by no means approve. How- 
ever, there is no danger in paper, there- 


fore I read them with pleaſure, and they 


put me in no fear. I muſt obſerve to you, 
that every thing pleaſ$&me where I now 
am, and nothing frightens me, which is a 
great happineſs, $ 
I enjoy the moſt perfect 3 The 
Mareſchal was very glad to; ſee me. He 
has no other company but ſome. men, who 
come from different parts of the neigh- 
bourhood, and the ducheſs his ſiſter. 
I don't believe you know the Ducheſs. 
She has the aſthma, which renders her 
the moſt. pee viſn creature in the world; 
and ſhe does nothing all day but con- 
tradict me with the little breath ſhe- has 
to ſpare. She is always praiſing the wo- 
men of her younger days; and that pane- 
gyric is meant as an oblique ſatire upon 
thoſe of the preſent time. But I am com- 
plaiſant, 
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plaiſant at preſent, (too much ſo perhaps) 
and let her ſay what ſhe will. In the 
evenings we play at Comte. Her luck is 
prodigious, and I always loſe. That at- 
tention ſeems to diſarm her; and I am one 
of her greateſt favourites - at Comte. 
This chateau enjoys the moſt celeſtial ſi- 
tuation in the world. Was I to attempt a 
deſcription of it, my letter would have the 
air of a fairy tale. Sometimes it is Nature, 
adorned by the hand of man, and embel. 
liſhed with all the riches of art. Some- 
times it is the ſame Nature abandoned to 
her own wantonneſs and caprice. The 
water, which, in the generality of our 
parks, is gathered into narrow baſons, is 
here a river that croſſes the gardens, and 
upon it are gondolas in which we take the 
air. I muſt not forget a labyrinth that is 
almoſt magical; nothing leſs than my pru- 
dence is neceſſary to, keep me from going 
aſtray in it. All the flowers of ſpring and 
ſummer grow there in a number of en- 
amelled-carpets, and one would think that 
all the- birds of long aſſembled by agree- 
Vol. I. L ment 
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ment in the trees overhead, which ſpread 


a ſhade impervious to the hotteſt ſun. In 
croſſing the walks, you here and there 
meet with a ſerpentine ſtream, that runs 
clear as cryſtal over a bed of coloured 
ſand, and murmuring among a thouſand 
little ſhining pebbles, makes a melancholy 


muſic altogether delicions. The Mare. 


ſchal has placed many ſtatues up and down, 
but they repreſent nothing but fictions ; 
for they are all females that yield, and I 
don't like that. They conſecrate our foi- 
bles; but where are the monuments to 
our virtue? It Is the fault of men, not 
ours. 

But where was 1 The s of my 
narrative has ſlipt from me, and I know 
nothing at all of the matter. Oh! at the 
ſtatues and from thence we came to the 
charming grotto that terminates the laby- 
rinth. Here, when one enters, one ap- 
pears to be ſeparated from the reſt of the 
univerſe ; and it is my favourite retreat 
about ſun-ſet. I never fail to go there. I 
ww upon roſes; I — with roſes. 

I feel 
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I feel a ſort of raviſhment ; and, when I 
come out again, it is as from a dream, 
from which I am angry to be awakened. 
And now I talk of dreams, I muſt tell 
you one I had laſt night, which I attribute 
to the volatile ideas that buſy my thoughts 
during, the day. I imagined I was in a 
ſhady arbor, I thought of a thouſand things. 
I made reflections, and at laſt I withed for 
a Sylph ; but a real Sylph (don't miſun- 
derſtand me) immediately appeared. He iſſu- 
ed from a golden cloud; his veſtments were 
azure, and his figure ſuch as I ſhall never 
forget : his looks were full of tenderneſs, 
not of reſtleſs ardour ; the ſound of his 
voice went to the heart : he aſked nothing 
but what I might grant ; he only deſired 
to love, He began to entertain me with 
an account of the manners of the Sylphs, 
and the chaſtity of their paſſions, I think 
he even ſpoke ill of men, I liſtened to 
him; I heard him with pleaſure 5 when 
one ofmy women came to wake me. Adieu, 
my Sylph ; and. I promiſe you, I regret- 
ted him, 
ES N. 8. 
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P. S. You aſk how ſoon I ſhall return to 
Paris. I don't know myſelf. . . . Is it not 
a ſtrange thing that I ſhall never make you 
reaſonable ? 


LETTER XLII. 


From the Count de ST. ALB1N to the 
Chevalier de GERAc. 


1 Have conceived a deſign of the moſt 

bold and ſingular nature. I cannot 
live without ſeeing the Marchioneſs. My 
conduct may be indiſcreet, but the exceſs 
of my trouble juſtifies it, It is impoſſible 
that Madame de Syrcs can really be what 
ſhe affe cts to appear to me: ſhe would be 
too adorable; and it is impoſſible that I 


ſhould longer bear the paſſion to which IT 


am a prey. I would rather hazard her 
diſpleaſure, and am determined to run the 
riſk. | 

You know my heart; it is weak, warm, 
and violent in its inclinations and deſires. 


i 


1 
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I muſt then ſatisfy my propenſity. I ſhall 
repent ; I have no doubt I ſhall be mad 
with myſelf ; but T a& under a fatality not 
to be reſiſted. Prepare me, friend; pre- 
pare for me all your conſolation. 


LETTER XL: 


From the Count de ST. ALBIN to the 
Chevalier de GERAC. 


N EVER pronounce her name again 
but with reſpect ; to do otherwiſe 
is blaſphemy. I adore, I idolize her; my 
enthuſiaſm ſurvives a happineſs of which I 
had no idea. I know not where I am. 
How ſhall I paint my tranſports, or de- 
{cribe to you a ſcene where heaven itſelf 
ſeems to have been open to my view: 

My journey yeſterday was to the cha- 
teau of the Mareſchal de Plombieres, 
where my charmer is at preſent on a 
viſit. She writme ward that the night before 
ſhe had had a dream, in which ſhe thought 
ſhe faw one of thoſe fantaftic beings pro- 
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duced by the delicate imagination of wo- 
men. And it is to this dream owe 

But let me begin my narrative regu- 
larly ; and yet when I have begun, how 
ſhall I proceed? how finiſh it ? The re- 
collection of the circumſtances alone ſet 
me all. on fire, and, as it were, deprive 
me of myſelf, 

T left Paris at three o'clock in the after- 
noon, and reached St. Germains before 
ſix, where I left my carriage. From 
thence I walked to the chateau. I enquir- 
ed for the head gardener. I aſked him if it 
was poſſible to ſee Madame de Syrce. He 


told ine ſhe walked every evening in the 
labyrinth, and that ſhe was then there. I 


deſired him to conduct me to her. He 
made difficulties. I told him I had ſome 
papers to deliver to her of conſequence, 


and that could be put in no hands but 


her own. He talked of my going round 
to the front of the chateau, and ſending 
my name from the porter”s lodge. In a 
word, nothing could prevail on him, till I 
gave him a purſe in which were five-and- 

| twenty 
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twenty louis d'ors, and every thing was 
immediately ſettled to my wiſhes. He 
followed me to the entrance of the laby- 
rinth, gave me a key, and left me. 

Judge of my joy! I thought myſelftranſ- 
ported under another climate, I knew not 
on which ſide to turn, and my eyes diſtin- 
euiſhed nothing. I ſought Madame de Syrce, © 

As I advanced in the Dedalèan maze, I 
trembled at every ſtep. At length, after 
many windings, I heard a noiſe. My 
breath grew ſhort and violent, What a 
moment! What an object, through a little 
opening in a hedge of myrtles! I diſcover- 
ed my charmer reading a letter; and that 
letter was one of mine. The Marchio- 
neſs, who thought herſelf alone, had that 
negligence in her adjuſtment which is per- 
mitted to the moſt delicate, when they are 
ſure they have no witneſſes. 

I was in an ecſtacy! My eyes de- 
voured her; and, enraptured by what I 
faw, I feared to loſe ſomething by daring 
at more. I grew bolder, However, I put- 
ting back the branches that hid me from 

| her 
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her ſight, ſtood in full view before her. 
She ſcreamed ; her trembling hand let fall 


the letter which ſhe held; and her diſorder 


was ſo great, that reſting motionleſs, ſhe 


did not even think of compoſing the diſor- 
ders of her dreſs. Delightful forgetful- 


neſs, for which I return thanks to Love! 


Fear nothing, cry'd I, (throwing my- 


felfat her feet) I am the lover you dream'd 
of; but a lover the moſt ſubmiſhive, the. 
moſt reſpectful, the moſt tender. I a- 
dore you as my divinity! I am come to 
tell you ſo, and repeat it to you. a thou- 


ſand times. O God! cry'd ſhe, with a. 


trembling voice, is it an illuſion? am 1 
awake? or do I now dream indeed ? No, 


anſwered I, it is all reality; in me you. 


behold your Sylph, my life, my angel! De- 
Gre is dumb before you; your beauty en- 
flames; but delicacy enchains it. 

At theſe words ſhe- roſe, ſnatched her 


hand, which I held, out of mine, and for- 


bid me to follow her. But how could I 
obey ? I ſtopp'd her. Gracious Heaven, 
exclaimed ſhe, what will become of me 

Be- 
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Begone, Count, begone. What has brought 
you here? How have you gain'd admit. 
tance? Cruel! Have you a mind I ſhould 
hate you ? | | 
She fell pale, and without force, upon 
a bed of violets, towards which I had led 
her. In her eyes was painted fear, but 
not averſion, I ſat down by her, and 
gently raiſing her in my arms, and reſt» 
ing her languiſhing head upon my boſom, 
Calm yourſelf, ſaid I; it is not an enemy 
that comes to ſurprize you ; it is a lover 
that would die ten thouſand deaths to pro- 
cure you a moment's happineſs. She 
trembled, ſhe ſighed; her eyes were turn» 
ed from me; the motion of her breaſt be- 
came more rapid, Not knowing what I 
did, I preſſed my lips burning upon hers, 
Every thing favoured me. Night be- 
gan to deſcend upon the myſterious ſhade, 
I was paſſionate, I grew ſtill more preſ- 
ſing. Her terror was mixed with an emo- 
tion full of charms; and, even in her 
prayers, there was ſomething touching 
that increaſed my flame, I ſaw nothing 
i but 
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but her ; I heard nothing—but the voice 
of love. | 2 

The occaſion, the place; her aſtoniſh- 
ment, the obſcurity, inſured my triumph. 
I dared to profit of ſo many advantages 
united. I dared, (and perhaps her heart 
pardons me) I dared all. A covering of 
verdure wrapt modeſty : the Sylph be- 
came a man, and the man a god ! 

I was obliged too ſoon to retire, In 
ſpite of all my efforts to retain her; in 
ſpite of all the ſubmiſſion of happy love, 
which though anxious to be yet more hap- 
py, accuſed itſelf for what it had already 
enjoyed ; in ſpite of the repentance with 
which her viſible concern and conſterna. 
tion had ſtruck me, even in the moments 
of ecſtacy, ſhe broke from my arms, ſilent, 


deſpairing, and bathed in tears. You may 


judge of her power, for ſhe over-ruled the 
violence of my ſtill- burning paſſion. I 
followed her for ſome time through the 
obſcurity; and though objects were no 
longer diſtinguiſhable, thought I ſaw her 
ſtill, 


I do 
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I do not recommend this ſecret to you. 
T know a caution of that kind needleſs ; 


and it would be, in fact, an inſult. But 


it is to you alone I confide it; to you 
in the univerſe. My felicity is too com- 
plete; and I am too ſenſible of it to need 
the cold pleaſure of boaſting, 
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